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Marquis of Bellemine, Mr. WitsoN, 
K Mr. ED WIN. 
Abbe de la Mouche, - -' Mr. Ros Ox. 
Young Bellemine, - . Mr. VERNON. 
„ Mr. REIN HOL p. 
e - << Mr Qvics. 

La Pierre Mr. Baus pon. 
— K J ONES. 


WO M E. N. 


Marchioneſs, - =« Mrs. P1TT, 
Adelaide. Mrs. MATrrocks. 
Jeannotte, = - Mrs. WILSON. 


| Renette, [> - - = Miſs PLATT. 


The Stanza in Page 69, marked with turn'd Commas 
it emitted in the Repreſentation. 


THE} 


SHEPHERDESS OF THE ALPS: 
— — 

ACT I. SCENE I. 

A view of the mountains of Savoy, in the road from 
Brangon to Medina. This view is a valley broke by 
little hills, between which ruſh irregular caſcades ; 
theſe are again broke by the appearance of ſome cot- 
tages, which are diſtributed in perſpective to the 
very fartheſt diſtance : the diſtance conſiſts of moun- 
tains covered with ſnow ; near the cottages are little 
groups of evergreens; under one of the hills is a 
ſmail vineyard, and, in the front, is a kind of 


outhouſe, where Blaiſe, Guillot, Renette, Feannotte, 
and other villagers are diſcovered, with a preſs, baſ- 


kets of grapes, and other materials for making wine. 


Afterwards La Pere. 
C 
P RESS the wine, preſs the wine, 


Our annual harveſt is begun; 

Red as a roſe 
The liquor flows, 

And ſhortly we ſhall drink the wine, 
To chear our hearts when lalour's done. 
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CHARACTERS. 


M E N. 


Marquis of Bellemine, 


Count Triſte, 


Abbe de la Mouche, - 


Young Bellemine, 
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La Pierre,, 
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Marchioneſs, + 

Adelaide 

Jeannotte, = + 
 Renette, | » + 
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Mr. Ep WIN, 
Mr. Rosso. 
Mr. VER Non. 
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- Mr. Quick. 
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Mrs. P1TT, 
Mrs. Mar rocks. 
Mrs. WILSON. | 
Miſs PLATT. 


The Stanza in Page 69, marked with turn'd Commas 
it omitted in the Repreſentation, 
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Afterwards La Piere. 
C H ON 9; 
P. RESS the wine, preſs the Wines 


Our annual harveſt is begun ; 

Red as a roſe 

The liguor flows, 

And ſhortly we ſhall drink the wine, 

To chear our hearts when labour”s done. 
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ACT 1 SCENE I 


A view of the mountains of Savoy, in the road from 
Brangon to Medina, This view is a valley broke by 
little hills, between which ruſh irregular caſcades ; 
theſe are again broke by the appearance of ſome cot- 
tages, which are diſtributed in perſpective to the 
very fartheſt diſtance : the diſtance conſiſts of moun- 
tains covered with ſnow ; near the cottages are little 
groups of evergreens; under one of the hills is a 
ſmail vineyard, and, in the front, is a kind of 

' outhouſe, where Blaiſe, Guillot, Renette, Feannotte, 
and other villagers are diſcovered, with a preſs, baſ- 
kets of grapes, and other materials for making wine. 
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2 Taz SHEPHERDESS or YA ALPS: 


'Trs the right body, ſtrong and rough, 
Let us the hog ſheads fill; a 


Come, neighbour, come, you've work'd enough, 
Now let me take a ſpill. 


Blaiſe. Guillot, nephew Guillot, thou ſtandeſt as 
idle, why do'ſt not take away the huſks of the 61d 
grapes, and bring a freſh baſket to put in the preſs ? 
we ſhan't get done. Thou forgetteſt, I * that 
to-morrow 1s to be our wine-harveſt ? 

Cuil. No, I don't, uncle Blaiſe; nor that IJ am to 
be married to Jeannotte neither, and that's better 


ſtill. 


Blaiſe. Well, well; buſineſs firſt, and pleaſure af- 
terwards, Guillot. (La Pierre comes on) Servant, 


good people :---Pray can any of you tell me which is 
the way to the cottage of Maſter Blaiſe ? 


Blaiſe. I am Maſter Blaife, my friend: what 
would'it thou pleaſe to have? 


La P. Alucky rencounter, my friend ! the Mar- 


quis De Bellemine and his Lady, who ſtopped here 
ſome months ago, in their way to Italy, are now Bard 
by in their carriage, and have very earneſt bufineſs 
with you, | 


Ren. O huſband ! as ſure as you are alive they are 
come take away Adelaide from us. 

La P. Oh, what that's your pretty Shepherdeſs of 
the Alps that we have heard ſo much talk about ?---- 


No, no friend, tis a different ſort of a ſtory, I can tell 


you that. 
Blaije. Ay! what is4it,' pray! 
La P. A ſhocking affair, friend, a hacking af- 


fair !---they have loſt their only ſon, and are now in 


ſearch after him; that's all. 
| * Ren. 


A COMIC OPERA. 3 


Nen. Mercy, dear! that's ſad indeed.---Huſband, 
don't let them wait in the coach. 

Blaiſe. Wait in the coach! no, not for the world ! 
Wife Renette, do you run home and bruſh up the 


things: Jeannotte, do you help ber: Guillot, go and 
call Adelaide. Come, come, ſtir. 


AIR. 


Here, Renette, I ſay, dear wife, prithee go, 
And range, ver the mantle, the things in a row ; 
Set abroach the beſt barrel, and take ſpecial care, 
To poliſh the table, and ſet the arm chair; 

And wife, above all, do you mind me---ſtay, ſtay; 
Dear, me, now, what was 1 a going to ſay ? 


Oh, nothing ;—now Guillot, 85 child, thou fland' / 
1 1/888 
: Run quickly to Adelaide, he's s on yonder pill; 


Tell her, that's a good lad, ſhe muſt inſtant come os 
For the  gentlefolks, once more, to ſee us are come z 
She'll know who you mean, grand madam, and fir, 
And there's none of us fit, to receive them, but her; 
That's all ; prithee, go now, don't fland like an elf, 
And, Jeannotte, do you ;---no, PI do that myſelf ; 
Neve enough to employ us,---pray, 20 if you Pr 
Me muſt all be as buſy as ſo' many bees. 
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4 Tus SHEPHERDESS or TA ALPS: 


SCENE II. Guillot, Jeannotte, Renette [wha 
preſently goes off. ] | 


Guil. Pcod, my uncle's in a woundy * he has 
forgot his grapes and his wine now. 

Ren. Ay, ay, and no wonder; go child and call 
Adelaide; Jcannotte, do you come along with me, 

[ goes . 

Ican. 1 Il follow you directly; well, Guillot, why 
don't you go and do what you were bid ? 

Guil. T'cod, I am afraid. 

Ican. Afraid, of what? 

Guil. Of you. 

Ican. Of mei 

Guil. Yes, of you; don't I know very well yes be 
as jealous as fury about it ! 

Ican. Who's fault's that? en't you always ſmirking 
up to her, and ſaying ſoft things in her ear? do you 
think I don't take notice of your oglings, and leer- 
ings ? 

Guil. Me, ogle and leer! I wiſh I may die, when- 
ever ſhe comes near me, if I don't run away from her 
as faſt as my legs can carry me; no, no, I thank you, 
1 likes peace and er a little too much for 
that. | 

Ican. Why, then, if I do ſcold you, it's all be- 
cauſe I can't bear to ſee an upſtart creature come from 
nobody knows where—— | 

Guil. Why, for the matter of that, Jeannotte, 
every-body ſays ſhe muſt be a gentlewoman by diſtrac- 


tion. 
Fan 


A COMIC OPERA. x 


an. Every-body ſays? Yes, every-body ſays a2 


fine pack of nonſenſe about her education, and her 
manners, and her beauty. I ſhould be ſorry, indeed, 
if ſhe was the only beauty in the village, [bridling.] 

Guil. T'cod, I don't know whether ſhe's handſome 
or ugly; you always takes care that I ſhan't look at 
her enough for that, | 

Ican. Ves, indeed, you thinks tis very eaſy to blind 
me; I ſuppoſe you don't intend to look at her, neither 
when you go to call her home ? 

Guil. Why, if you are afraid of it, you had better 
go and call her yourſelf: 

ſcan. Shall I Guillot? And do you forgive me, 
Guillot, for being ſo haſty ? 

Guil. I can't ſay] do quite, Jeannotte, and ſo what 
ſignifies lying? [| ſullen.] | 

Ican. But I have no cauſe to be jealous, have I? 

Guil. Why lord, you know you have not as well as 
I do. | 

Ican. Give me your hand, chen, 1 well make it 
all up. | 

Guil. Nay, as to that, we'll kiſs and ba friends if 
you will, 


AIR. 
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6 Tur SHEPERDESS oy Tux ALPS: 


. 


Jean. When jealous out of ſeaſon, 

When deaf and blind to reaſon, 
Of truth we've no belief ; 

With rage we're overflowing, 
Not why, or whether, knowing, © 
And the heart gies throb with grief. 


II. 


But when the fit is over, 

And kindneſs from the lover, 
Does ev' ry doubt deſtroy; 

Away fly thoughts alarming, 

Each objcct appears charming, 
And the heart goes throb with joy. 


SCENE III. Guillot. 


Guil. Ay, tis all very well; but I know, in half 
an hour's time, *twill be juſt as bad again; lord, lord, 
what a fine life I am likely to lead with her! to be 
ſure ſhe is the beſt girl in the world if ſhe was not fo 
confounded jealous ; I'cod I don't know what tis 

for; I am not fo handſome, as I knows of, and then 
ſhe talks of loving me ſo plaguely ! hang me, if one 
| MPs Wight 


A COMIC OP ERA. - 1 


might not as well be hated as ſcolded from morning | (i 
till night. If I could but hit of a way to cure her of 190 
it! I was thinking, that ſuppoſe I made love to Þ 


Adelaide out of a joke; but then, lord, ſhe'd never | 4kN 
liſten to me; what put it in my head was, there's a 15 
mad comical ſort of a young gentleman has been 
plaguing me theſe two days to ſell him the ſtock 
that father left me, becauſe he wants to turn ſhepherd ; 
and I have heard them ſay, that money is no bad thing 
to go a courting with ; well, we ſhall ſee, but here 
comes the gentleman of the gentlefolks; I'll be 
gone. | 


SCENE IV. Guillot, La Piere. 


La. P. Here, ſtop young man, I want to ſpeak to 
you ; you are going to call the ſhepherdeſs, en't 


2 
— — ec 


you? 

Guil. No, Sir, our Jeannotte's gone. 

La P. I am damn'd ſorry for that, I wanted to ſee 
her; and, pray, has this blazing ſtar been long upon 
your meridian ? | | 

Guil. Star, Sir 94 

La. P. Dam'me, there's no lowering one'sſelf to the 
comprehenſion of theſe brutes: to ſpeak in your lan- 
guage, then, has this young woman been long in 

. theſe parts ? 

Guil. I believe it's about two years, Sir. 

La P. And ſhe really is as divinely handſome as {ire 
is reported to be ? | 

Guil, Why, as to that, I can't ſay. 
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s Tar SHEP HERDESS or Tu ALPS: 


La P. I can't ſay ! the clown ! you muſt ſhew her 
to me; I am in love with her by reputation. 

Guil. T'cod, tis my belief ſhe has another gueſs ſort 
of a reputation than that, tho” 

La P. That! what, my friend? I don't under. 
ſtand you. 

Guil. Why, then, to fall in love with ſuch folks 
as you and I. 

La P. That's pleafant, by 8 my friend, 
you are deceiv'd, I believe; there is ſome little diſtance 
between you and . 

Guil. Tis my opinion there is, ſaving reſpect, for 
you have got a maſter, and I am maſter for myſelf : 
no offence, I hope. | 

La P. No, friend, your ignorance is your protec- 
tion. What! I ſuppoſe you take me for one of the 
followers of the old people? if fo, I muſt tell you that 
I have the honour to be, in ſome ſort, a companion of 
the Abbe de la Mouche, famous for his elegance and 
taſte ; for his amours, for his poetry, and for his new 
conſtructed comb for the eyebrows. 

Guil. Ho, ho, ho! Lord, that muſt be a comical 
thing! ho, ho, ho! 

La P. Ho, ho, ho! the natural! The Abbe, I 
fay, being on a viſit at their houſe, came with them 
this way, partly in ſearch after their ſon, who we un- 
derſtand has taken the road to France; and partly, like 
me, out of curioſity to ſee this wonderful creature, 
whoſe praiſes they have done nothing but din in our 
ears ever ſince they ſaw her. 

Guil. Ah! likely enough. 

La P. This, ſir, is the way I happened to be in 


company with the marquis and his lady, who are, by 
all 


A Comic OPERA 9 


all that's whimſical, the moſt fantaſtical, the moſt 
contrary, and the moſt riditulous couple that ever 
yoked together in the ſhackles of matrimony ; and, as 
if they were not abſurd enough of themſelves; they | 1: i 
have brought with them that walking tombſtone, 310 
Count Triſte, who has cried a whole fortnight for the 
death of a wife, that any other man would have given | 
half his eſtate to get rid of, and who like other tomb- 3 
ſtones is continually telling the world of beauties and = 
virtues that the deceaſed never poſſeſſed, But here 1 
comes the marquis and his lady. wk . 

Guil. And uncle along with them. I' cod, I'll get 
out of the way, or I ſhall have it for not going after © 
Adelaide. [Going.] | | Wal 

La P. But. hear me, young man; I want you, I | ih 
tel] you, to introduce me to this fine creature. 


Guil. Me, fir ? : 
La P. Yes.---You'll tell her that I am, as you ſees 


4 geptcel young fellow; and that 


Os OR 
Guil. 7gueſſs in part what it is you'd be at; 
Make me what your maſter makes you : 


But Pm none of your panders, I W you fat, | 
13 you fee, my goed friend, it won't do. 


u' ry man to his trade.--- Did I flatter and prate, 
And make ſpeeches, and congt, and bow ; | 
T would be juſt all as one, with that fine powder” d | 
pate; 
Ms to ſet you to work at the plows 


2 II. Beſides, 
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Be efides, and moreover, I told you before, INS 
s another gueſs ſort of a ſhe ; 8 
4 ſenſible one, who wauld ſet little fore 


By two fuch poor ninnies as We. 


You thought that a clown would not day to 2 nay, 
But you have not found me ſuch an elf; 

| Saif to the young woman you've ought for to ſay, 
You are likely to tell her e 


8 CE NE V. 1 Marchioneſs, and, Blaiſe. 


Marque. | Don't tell me, I'll never be comforted : 
he's dead; nay, I am ſure you know it, and conceal 


Marg. Zounds, my . you won't hear reaſon: g 
for my part, ſo far from thinking as you do, I look 


upon this little exploit as a ſmart, ſpirited thing. 


What the devil! a young fellow, with good clothes 


on his back, and money in his r la der dead] 

A pack of nonſenſe ! 

Marque. Why ſhould} he fly Kn us, then! oops 

From me in particular---ſo indulgent a mother [ 
Marg. Oh, my dear, boys, when they come to 

be towards twenty, think of ſomething elſe beſides in- 


dulgent mothers. Take wy word for it he is an ſome 


wench.. 
; =o Oh! the very thoughts of 1 it would make 


me die with confuſion-. 
* * what the ae, Wald you always 


tie 


Acco OPERA. 11 
tie him to your apron-ſtring ? no, no, I hope my boy 
has too much of my blood in him for that. 

| Margqueſ. Yonder comes the Abbe. 

Marg. Damn the coxcomb, what did you bring 
him with you for? fire and water are not more oppo- 
ſite than him and me; I am a Roman of the time of 
the commonwealth, and he is an Italian of the preſent 
age, a fellow all pomatum and pulvilio; we ſhould 
have been here three hours ſooner if I could have got - 
him away from his damned toilet. 

Margueſ. Dear Marquis, don't talk ſuch ſtuff 
NOW. 

Marg. Nay, only let me draw his picture a little: 
after combing his eyebrows, and laying his rouge, he 
threw himſelf into an arm chair, took three ſorts of 
ſnuff out of the ſame ſnuff-box, ſneezed into a white 
ſilk handkerchief, wiped his mouth with a pink one, 
got up, looked in the glaſs, bridled, whirled about 
upon his heel, and then anſwered the ſalutation of 
good morrow, which I had given before all this cere- 
mony began. 

Margueſ. Heavens ! how can you? 

Marg. This done, I had a ſecond impertinence to 
go through; he made me liſten to the contents of his 
whole pate folio, ſuch a cargo of ſonnets, epigrams, 
lampoons, and paſquinades, enough to furniſh out 


a ballad-ſinging Savoyard at a Dutch fair. However, 


you was determined to bring your Abbe, and I have 


brought my Count; we trayel in a great ſtile, we 
have each of us a fool. 


Marguef. Your' s is a fool, indeed, with his odious 
grief for his wife, who was neither amiable nor hand- 
ſome, and who never loved him, 


C2 Marg. 
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Marg. Oh, dam'me, I would have him; *twag 
impoſſible to come all this way without ſome amuſe- 
ment what with | your lamentations for your ſon, his 
| ſuperficial cry, and the Abbe's ſupercilious laugh, you 
make a deyiliſh good trio; but here comes the Abbe. 


Marquis, Marchioneſs, Blaiſe, Abbe. 


Abbe. My dear Marchianeſs, I haye a million of par- 
dons to intreat of you; but it was impoſſible to quit 
the carriage till I had adjuſted myſelf ; alittle: my rouge 
was ſo rubbed about my face, that my cheeks were as ſal- 
low as the Counteſs of Hypecondria's, and my forehead 
and noſe as red as the Marquis of Burgundy's, who 
lives upon ſwallowing pint bumpers ; beſides, I was 
ſtruck on the way by 1 the moſt beautiful jdea for a paſ- 
toral poem, 

Margueſ. My dear Abbe, I am fo unhappy about 
my ſon, I have no leiſure to reflect on any thing elſe. 

Abb. Don' t make yourſelf uneaſy, madam ; the 
moment we get among the polite circles at Paris, 1 
ſhall circulate a little poetical hue and cry through the 
hands of the moſt diſtinguiſhed characters, and your 
loſt ſheep will. be inſtantly found, I dare ſwear ; but 
you promiſed to introduce me to this ſhepherdeſs. 
Aar. Introduce you ! what the devil ſhould ſhe in- 
troduce you for ? to frighten her ! Why, what with 
your little black cloak, your feathers i in your hat, and 
your wings at your ears, ſhe'll take you for ſome 
ſtrange bird of prey going to fly away with one of her 
lambs. Zounds! if Cato and Cæſar could give a look 
at Rome i in its preſent ſtate— 


Able 


A COMIC OPERA. 


| Ale. They would hind it filled, fir, with men of 
elegance, politeneſs and taſte. 

Marg. Foppery, luxury and effeminacy ! Would 
any body believe this oſier twig was the produce of 
the ſame clime where grew ſo many ſturdy oaks ? How 


manners change] Thoſe were the times when a vete- 


ran, pinned againſt a tree, would deſtroy you fourteen 
or ſixteen of his enemies with his own proper hand; 
but now, dam'me, if I ſhould not like to ſee what a h- 
gure you'd cut pinned againſt a tree. 


A I R. 
How unlike to theſe fops were our r fathers of old ! 


Brave, manly, heroic, intrepid and bold ; 

Wha had ſpirits like fire, and of health fuck a flock, 
That tbeir pulſe firuck the ſeconds as true as a clock. 
Without bridle or ſaddle, who'd mount on a nag, 
And kill d before ſun-riſe a boar or a flag; 

Who, hunger provot'd by the keen, wholeſome air, 
Mould eat you for breakfaſt a pound of a bear. 


But a fine mincing modern comes into the room, 
A lump of pulvilio, a walking perfume ; 
In his tricks and his ſhape, 
A direct human ape, 
Who ogles and fluſhes, 
And ſimpers and bluſbes, 
And patches and paints, 
And expires and faints, 
And flammers and trips, 
Takes ſnuff, bites his lips, 
Lips, coughs and lolls; 
But to cut the thing ſhort, 


Our men now at court, 


Are nothing but ſo many ſixpenny dolls, 
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Abbé. Savage and barbarous ! the antients are only 
fit to be made ſubjects of my fatires and odes ; 3 A * 
en people to copy after to be ſure | 

Marg. They were the only people to copy after; 

they were manly and brave, friendly and generous; 
they were ſtrangers to luxury, their meals were fru- 
gal, and what nature required; and their dreſs was 
made for uſe, and not for ornament. _ 

Abbe. Their meals! Why, the beſt cook they ever 


had was not capable of making a ſauce robert ; I ridi- 
culed them for it in my little Impromptu, written at the 


bottom of Corregio's. picture, where Ajax invites Aga- 


memnon to dinner upon a boiled bull; and as to the 


reſt, they had neither ſpoons nor forks; nor table 
cloths, nor napkins; they eat with their fingers like 
their forefather Adam, and wiped them upon their 
beards like Methuſalem. Ws 

Marg. Very well, Mr. Fop. | 

Abbe. No, no, Marquis, our buildings, our orna- 
ments, our dreſs, our eating, are ſo many refine- 
ments that do honour to the preſent age, and horridly 
expoſe the ignorance of our anceſtors. 

Marg. All this may be true in the language of fop- 
pery ; but, in the language of common ſenſe, in your 
buildings and ornaments you hare exchanged ſolid for 
ſuperficial ; your dreſs has metamorphoſed the hu- 
man ſpecies into apes and monkeys ; and as to your 
repaſts, you have inverted the ſeaſons to procure eat- 
ables without their natural flavour ; and all your im- 
provements have only taught you -to have peas and 


ſtrawberries at Chriſtmas, and melons and pine- apples, 
in deſpight of nature. 


Aub. 


Abs. Goon, Sir, will only ferve : as minutes for 
my next paſquinade. 

Marg. As for you, you are out of meaſure ridicu- 
lous; you thought you could not fufficiently diſgrace 
your family, which is truly antient and noble, by 
imitating the other faſhionable follies and extrava- 
gancies, but you muſt get into the church, be made 
an Abbé, one of that mongrel kind of animals who 
now indeed ſwarm all over * world, half clergyman, 
half coxcomb. 

Abbé. Well, date is, we had better not diſ pute, 
for, I fancy, we ſhall never agree. At preſent, I be- 
lieve, the Marchioneſs wiſhes to repoſe herſelf; there- 
fore, good man, if you'll thew us your 2 we e ſhall 

be obliged to you. 

Blaiſe. To be ſure, Sir, if your Beten pleaſes. 

Abbt. And then, my dear Madam, you ſhall intro- 
duce me to the Shepherdeſs. W > ith Bra 


£ 


S CE N E V.. Marquis ag Count 

Mar: Thoſe: are your att: of 155 alas times 
if my ſon had nothing more noble about him, he 
ſhould not catch me ſcampering, the devil knows 
where, over the Alps after him in compliment to any 
wife in the world; bur here comes a coxcomb of ano- 
ther kind; a fellow who cries for his wife with one 
eye, and leers at every girl he meets with the other; I 
mall divert myſelf with him, or I am miſtaken. What, 
ſtill unhappy, Count? Zounds, nr? 1 . 
this j Journey. would have diverted Tous. 


8 Count s 
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Count. Ah, I told you, Marquis, what a wretched 
companion I ſhould make for you. 

Marg. Come, come, you muſt ſhake off your chag- 
rin; conſider you are going to ſee the lovely Shepher- 
deſs of the Alps, and would you vilit, your miſtreſs 
with a face a yard long? 

_ Count, Miſtreſs ! lord, Marquis, how you rattle ! 
me.think of a miſtreſs, indeed, who have ſo. lately 
loſt ſuch a treaſure, my poor dear Ah, thou beſt of 
wives, when ſhall I ever ſee thy fellow! Wi! 

Marg. I tell you. this Shepherdeſs is her very pic- 
ture, has every trace of her, from the caſt of her eye, 
to the mole upon her left cheek, that people uſed to 
take for a black patch. 

Count. Captivating ornament! 

Marg. She has, I aſſure you; in ſhort, I am de- 
termin'd you ſhall ſee her; your ſorrow preys too 
much upon you, and the only way to forget one wo- 
man is to make love to another. 

Count. Do you think ſo ? 

Marg. I am ſure of it. 88 

Count. Why this grief is very terrible without 
doubt; and, if there was any way to cure it---but 
then how could I expect any woman would den to 
me, broke down as I am by affliction,? 5 

Marg. Not liſten to you! damn it, don't talk to 
me in that ſtile, don't I remember when you and I 
went to Venice. 

Count. What, upon the road, the wk Brugetta 
who played upon the mandilina ? 

Marg. Ah, rogue 


Count. I ſha!l never forget her; what eyes l IN 
Marg. What teeth ! 


4 8 


E 
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Count. Pearl. 
Marg. What cheeks |! 
Count. Roſes. 

Marg.” With the dew upon them when ſhe cried at 
parting from you, eh, Count! 

Count. Oh, never was man ſo happy. 

Marg. Where was the Counteſs then ?. 

Count. Alas ! poor ſoul, ſhe little thought I was 
wronging her; but my ſins are puniſhed, for ſhe is 
taken away from me, and I ſhall never be happy any 
more. | | 

Marg. Yes, you will. Come, come, prepare your- 
ſelf to ſee this wonder, ſhe'll wound you deeper than 
the Brunetta did. 

Count. No, no, I won't think of it; melancholy 
ſhall be my only miſtreſs ; nor ſhall I expect relief but 
in the cold tomb ! Are you going to ſee her now ? 

Marg. Preſently. 

Count. Well, adieu.---T1'll find out ſome corner 
where I may indulge my miſery. (Going )---And fo 
ſhe reſembles my poor deceaſed dear ! (1 returns )----I 
ſhould like juſt to ſee her. 

Marg. You ſhall not only ſee 855 but have her in 
your arms. 

Count. What, and preſs her to my boſom [----No, 
no; don't talk ſo. 

Marg. You ſhall, I tell you,----The charming, 
tempting, heavenly 
Count. Yielding creature !---hey, ede f 


Marg. Ay, this is ſomething like: 20unds s 
think of blubbering and crying! and yet, to ſa the 


truth, I don't wonder at it, for women make us juſt 
8 | D SCENE 
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SCENE VII. Count. 


Count. He's very right, they do make us juſt what 


they _ indeed. 


go 


A I R. 


There's ſomethi ng in women their lovers engages | 
Of whatever complexion, or flature, or age; 
And ſbe who would frighten a mere ſtander-by, - 
It a Venus herſelf in the fond lover eye. 


Tf ſhe's pale, never ſwan was a tenth part fo fair 3 
If tawny, like jet are her eyes and her hair; 
anti ppe her ſelf, her ſeolding*s thought wit; 


I 85 all good wives to their buſbands ſubmit. 


II. 


Tf a pigmy, how neat are her air and her mien ! 
1f a fleeple, ſhe's graceful, and walks like a queen * 
Fa girl in her teens, all's handſome that's young; 


F eighty, her fortune ſays---World hold your tongue? 


In ſhort, to dear women tis given to pleaſe, _ 
And tho the whim often ſhould take them to teaze, 
To perplex, to torment, and a thouſand things more 3 


They're the deities men. were all born. to adore. 


SCENE 


A COMIC OPERA. 1g 
SCENE VIIL. Guillot, and Young Bellemine. - 


Sul. Indeed, fir, 'tis à very fooliſh' thing, and 1 
would not have you think any more of it. 


Y. B. That's my affair, Guillot. 
\ Guil. Unleſs 1 ſell you my cottage, and ſheep, in 


Mort, all my ſtock, you ſhall be uahappy 7 Rk don” t 


.underftand it for my part. | 
Y. B. And yet, Guillot, tis very true. 


Guil, What a whim, fir, under favour 1---A gen- | 


tleman, as you ſeem to be, rich, and well-born, to 
come here and keep fheep ! i 

T. B. What would you have me ſay to you 7———— 
*Tis for my pleaſure I come to taſte at a diſtance from 
the town that happineſs which heaven has in ſtore for 
you. The candour that reigns in your eyes, convin- 
ces me your happy days are the charming image of the 
golden age. To know love is to know happineſs; tis 
in the woods he is born : the humbleſt eſtate is, for me, 
the ſweeteſt; and your 's ſeems the retreat of 1 innocence 
and tranquillity. 
-  Guil, For me, w 5 am a ſhepherd, 1 fr to you, 
that our lives have ſome good moments, but. it's _—_ 
it's hard. - 

Y. B. I know all this, Guillot ; and yet! perſiſt. 

Guil. Well, I can't help it, Sir; I muſt not con- 
ſent to it. What would our neighbours ſay?—-To 
be ſure, if J had a mind, nobody could furniſh you 
with better things for your purpoſe, than I---let me 
ſee---I have a---but, no, no, no; I can't think of it. 
Servant, Sir, (going ) 
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Y. B. Nay, Guillot, pray come back. T'll give 
you a handſome price for your things. - 

Guil. No, no, fir; 'tis not that. I dare fay you 
have money enough, and no doubt but you would 
part with it in a gentleman-like way; and, as I ſaid 
before, if things were agreeable, I don't know any 
body could match you better than I ; but, Lord ! on- 
ly conſider ; *tis wrong, fir, *tis indeed: how many 
ſheep did you pleaſe to want ? 

Y. B. I'll buy all you have. 

Guil. All I have! oh, no; I could not ſpars you 
all I have; beſides, what ſhould you buy any for ? 

Y. B, Well but, Guillot — | 


[ 4s they are diſputing, the ſymphony begins.] 


„ 


Guil. Pve twenty ſheep now in the fold, 

Twelve ewes, eight weathers, one year old. 
V. B. For thoſe ſame ſheep @ hundred crowns. 
Guil. Oh zounds ! 
Y. B. Nay, nay. 
Guil. 7 wor't I ſay. 
V. B. Sho, ſho. 
Guil. No, no. | 

Sir, tis too much; you re wrong, you're wrong. 

Y. B. I tell you, Guillot, hold your tongue. 


Guil. Well, FMF it muſt be fo, it muſt ; 


You'll jay *twas forc d on me, J truſt, 


V. B. 


Guil. 


V. B. 
Guil. 


. B. 
Guil. 


Guil. 
V. B. 


Guil. 


1. . 


A cO MIC OPERA. 


My friend, you really are too nice; 


A hundred crowns ! *tis juſt the Price: 
Come, come, go on. 

Pd rather not. 
Nay, prithee, be not ſuch a ſot. 


My cottage neat as &er you ſaw, 

 Thatch'd but laſt autumn with new flraw— 
Well, well, for that two hundred CT OWNS. 
Oh zounds ! &c. | 


Why, you'll take all ! 

7-408 my defign ; 
And for your clothes Pl give you mine. 
The village all would ſay tas pride. 
Come, Guillot, what have you beſide ? 


_ Guil. Why, Tue a faithful dog as true, 


Y;B:; 
Guil. 


But he'll be of no uſe to you. 
Well, for the dog I'll give ton crowns, 
Oh zaunds ! &c, 


21 


SCENE, Almoſt the ſame View differently diſtri- 
buted ; on one Side is a Hill; at the Bottom of the 
Hill an old Oak; and, at the Foot of the O 
kind of ruſtic Tomb. 


Adelaide is diſcovered ſeated. 


Oak, a 


3 my afflicted mind nouriſhes its pain; I cry, 
and I am comforted ; twas here I ſaw my huſband ; 


here, alas! I kept him from the battle; here he bid 


me adieu; ; here I waited his return; here, being diſ- 
9 — honoured, 
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Honoured, loft. without reſource, he ſeized the mo- 
ment, while I had fallen ſenſeleſs at the news, to 
take away that life which I had rendered odious : ; 
and, Oh ! cruel and tender remembrance, *twas here 
I built his tomb] but what flock moves this way? I 
never before ſaw the ſhepherd who conducts them ; ; 
PU turn alide to avoid his preſence. | 


"$4 CENE IX. Belemis 
A I R. 


Y. Bell. By love and fortune guided, 
I quit the buſy town ; 
With cot and ſheep provided, | 
And veſtments of a clown. 


Thus have I barter'd riches 

For a hhepherd's little flock; _ 

A erook, to leap o'er ditches, *' 

And well to climb each roch; 
 Afai thful dog, my ſteps to guide, 

A ſcrip and hautboy by my ſide; 
And my horn, to give the alarm 
"IVhen wolves would harm 


' My flock. 
II. «v3 2 
Ab, ſay then 950 can blame me? 
For beauty tis I raam; 
But, if the chace ſhould tame me, 


Perhaps I may come home. 


"Tall * PI give up riches, &c. 


4 c O MIC OPERA 23 


At laſt I am a ſhepherd; how many contending 


fenſations do I feel,! ah ! finiſh, love, let me behold 
her, the report' alone of whoſe charms induced me 
to leave my country and. my family. Beautiful and 
touching Adelaide! perhaps thou wilt liſten to a 
timid ſhepherd, when thou wouldſt ſtartle at the voice 
of love! alas, the god thou flieſt is my guide; but let 
me rather ſeek occaſion to do her kindneſs than ſur- 
prize her too abruptly ; yonder ſhe is; I cannot be 
miſtaken, I'll watch upon her ſteps for ever but III 
find out ſome way to oblige her. [ He retires. ] 


SCENE X. Adeliade, Young Bellemine 1 


Ade. He is gone, and I am E drawn again 
towards this ſpot. 


T. Bel. Gods, what an angel 
Ade. Hark ! here's ſome one coming. 
T. Bel. Shall I ſpeak to her? [coming forward] Here 


comes that fool Guillot, I muſt ſtep aſide or he'll diſ- 


cover me. Gods, what an angel ! [goes off: ] 


SCENE XI. Adelaide, Guillot, Jeannotte. 


Ade. Heaven defend me! what do 1 ſee, who is 
that, Guillot ? 


Jean. Ves, tis Guillot out of his ſenſes ; Guillot 


grown rich; in ſhort, Guillot who fo loved me yeſter- 
day, today hates me worſe than poiſon. _ 

Ade. What's the meaning of all this ! how came 
you ſo fine, Guillot? 


all, 
4 Ale. 


Guil. Anotherigentleman and I changed clothes, that's 
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Ade. But why 12 your finery make you deſpiſe 
Jeannotte ? 

Guil. For a very good reaſon ; I intends. to make 
love. | 

Ade. Alas Guillot, broken vows s and inconſtancy 
will never recommend you to me. 

 Guil. Oh lord, I ſhan't be falſe-hearted to you a 
tit, J always had a ſort of a ſneaking for you; only I 


thought when I was but a poor ſhepherd, you'd turn 
up your noſe at me; I hardly believe you will now 


though. 

Fean. Did any body ever r hear ſuch a wretch ? I'll 
tear your eyes out! and I'll tear her eyes out | and I 
won't ſuffer it, ſoI won't. 

Guil. How will you do to help yourſelf ? you 5 
Mrs. Jeannotte, what your jealouſy has brought you 
to, and ſo no more words; if Adelaide will have me, 
I'Il have her. 

Ade. This love, then, which 3 is ſaid to be ſo ſweet, 
makes, every-where, unhappineſs. If it is Gangerous for 
ſhepherds, for whom 1 is it 7 ? 


A/COMIC-OPERA, 


AIX. 


Chares: Ai + thy hoy chain e in owe / 


Ade. 
Guil. 


Jean. 


9 Tis honeſt earneſt. 


And talk of joys that lovers prove ; © 
*Tis folly, madneſs all and rage, 
Its joy's an hour, its pain an ate. 


me, come, be friends, 1 ſee the truths 
This is ſome quarrel. . 5 6 r 


No, forſouth, |. 


What, again!” 


Duo art the baſeſt of all men; 


Ade. 
Guil. 


I cannot bear it, fo I can't. 
Come, come, dry up her tears. 

| I fhan't, 
Tue e ſaid my mind, and I ſay fill, 


by. can get your tind good will, © 5 
Til marry you to-night. 

| | Oh, dear ! 
Such unkind uſage who can bear ! 
Alas ! &c, 


Plainly, friend, Guillot, hear me ſpeak ; 
Theſe who their vows of love can break 
Each promiſe falſe, each oath a lie, 

As from an adder would I fly, 


. - 1 ſay, you take not the thing right ! 


She's craſs, and ſeolds from morn till night ; 
That all the neighbours cry out ſhame. 


Tf that's the caſe, then, ſhe's to blame; 
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4 Tax SHEPHERDESS oy Tux ALPS; 
Stweetneſs and gentleneſs ſhould move, 
Alone, to à return of love; 
But if *tis owing to her fears, 
| Leſt ſbe ſhould loſe you, dry her tears, 
Guil. Nor I, indecd. 
Jean. There now ſee there ! 
Guil, Fe neither for her love nor care; 
And if you'll h ave me not, d ye ſee, 
Another may---all's one to me, 
Jean. 'I bear't no longer, perjur d wretch ! 
Guil. 'There, there, you ſee it was no fetch. 


Cho. Alas / &. Neo lara, 
[They go off at the End of the Trio different Ways. 


END or Tas FIRST ACT, 


A COMIC OPERA. 


A r 1 


SCENE. I. The ſane View that wat ſech at the 15 
ginning of the hf Act. | 


Young Bellemine. 


Tv E watched till I have loft myſelf ; but how to 
accoſt her---how to manage the timidity of this ſo- 
litary beauty---if ſhe is unhappy, her heart will have 
need of conſolation. After all, we ſeem as if we 
were alone in the univerſe, and ſhall be every thing 
to each other. If we converſe, we ſhall not be far from 
friendſhip, and friendſhip, at our age, oft changes into 
love; but ſhe is here. If I am right in my obſerva- 
tion, ſhe has. already ſome curioſity concerning me ; 
I'll draw afide and endeavour to heighten it, by ming- 
ling with her ſong the ſound of my hautboy, 


8 C E N E II. Adelaide. 


Ade. The nightingale gives me his wonted evening 
falutation ; and, as I return with my flock, anſwers 
my ſighs with a ſweet complaining ſong. ¶ ſhe ſings] 


Sweet melancholy bird again 
[ Hautboy plays.] 


Heavens ! what do Ihear ! a hautboy ac companies mie; 
* the — who leads his ſheep to feed at the foot 
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WI 28 Tax SHEPHERDESS or Tas ALPS: 
Wo of the mountain. [¶ Hautboy again.] A ſhepherd "= 
4 let us liſten--¶ again] tis an enchantment ; is it poſſible 
1 | to believe that ſentiment, alone, can be ſo faithful a 
| # guide ! who will dare after this t6 ſay, that taſte is the 
„ [ fruit of a ſlow culture? It ſeems as if fortune pitied 
| i me, and ſent this ſhepherd as a new echo to anfwer to 
i | my griefs. 
| 
9 | 
| il | | 1 
| | 1 2. Sweet melancholy bird, again, 7 
1 _ As thou art wont at every eve 
1 My hopeleſs ſorrow i in ſoft train, 
| | . f & Ah ebe to lune and relieve. % 
it 4 tri! Mat to anſwer my ſad woe, OR 
7 N In ſympathy all nature grieues; e 


4 The riders ſeem with tears ts flow, 
; _ The =ephyr fe ſighs "_ the leaves. 


= A ſhepherd this k but hold; the Wen of 
Bellemine i is in ſearch after his only ſon ; it muſt be 
ſo ; but here he comes; his air, bis manner, his ad- 
dreſs all confirm me in my ſuſpicions ; I'll ſpeak to 
him; oh how I ſhall bleſs this accident if I can cone 
ſole this unfortunate Pair! N 
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Ale. Do you lea? your _ far from hence, thep- 
herd ? 

. B. I don't lead thein at all, they go 6 

to the paſtures which they love. 
9 Vou are not of theſe * then ? ? 
J. B. No. | 

Ade. Nor, as it mould ſeem, dem to be a ſhep- 
herd. 

. B. Since I am one, doubtlefs I was born to be 

ſo; I know not where I am. ¶ Afide] | 92 

Ade. He ſeems troubled, and, as if fear ful of being 
danse tis ſurely as 1 gueſſed: no, no, your air, 
your language, all convince me that heaven deſigned 
Jos a more favourable lot. 

F. B. Why ſhould you think fo ? 'twould be as rea- 
ſonable for me to believe the ſame thing of you; you have 
the air of an inhabitant of the woods, and yet in that 
eſtate I ſee you; but nature is the mother of ſhepherds 
as well as kings; and ſometimes with a light and fa- 
vouring hand beſtows talents and graces on the ſimple 
and timid ſhepherd as the object of her choice. *The 
Aowers which are born in the country want no cut- 
ture; nor have the birds that me ſo wert any 

leſſons but thoſe of nature. 

Ade. Fam convinc'd---you would deceive me] tel} 
you. The art with which you animated the hautboy, 
in a ſimple inhabitant of the woods woes; indeed, be 
A raxe prodigy. 
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10 Tur SHEPHERDE SS or ru ALPS: 

Y. B. Tis your voice tis the prodigy in a ſimple 
ſhepherdeſs. ¶ Inſinuating.] 

Ade. What has inſtructed you * 

Y. B. My heart and my ear. You ſing, I am ra- 
viſhed, and my tractable hautboy longs to anſwer you; 
is this art difficult? Alas! to explain what one feels, 
coſts nothing : when one has ſenſibility and tender- 
neſs to form enchanting ſounds, one has only to hear 
you ; *twas that ſtruck me with admiration, and my 
mouth and my hautboy were inſpired by my mind. 

Ade. But you expreſſed ſadneſs! 

7. B. Becauſe you inſpired it: take a de air, 
and I'Il play an allegro. 

Ade. No; theſe places were not made for vain and 
frivolous joy; complaints and _ only are found 
here. 

Y. B. Let me then ſigh with you. [Tenderly. ] 
Ace. Alas! I penetrate his deſigns, and muſt prevent 
them. Are you then unhappy ? | 

F. B. What if I am? | 

Ade. Perhaps then heaven has ſent you that we may 
conſole each other; but there muſt be a mutual con- 
fidence. At ſun-riſe to-morrow, let me find you at 
the foot of that oak where firſt you heard me ſigh; 
there my heart will I lay open to e but you 
muſt leave me now. r 

7. B. I obey. e at 8 wy impa- 


patience overcomes me ! Oh, how I 1 count each 
moment 5 \ | 


AIR 


i; A COMIC OPERA. 4:43 


A I R. 
: O Time, no more ſhall it be ſaid, 
Thy. pond rous wings are tip d with lead, 
of pitying a lover's ſorrow, 
Thou'lt haſte and quickly bring to-morrow. 


Love ver powers me, 

Impatience devours me, 

I aread, yet long to ſee this ſpot ; 3 
Althe in turn, 

T freeze and burn, 


And fear and wiſh---T know not what. 
SCENE IV. Adelaide. 
Thus I ſhall be ſure of rendering him to his friends: : 


no, no, I no longer entertain a doubt that under this 
ſhepherd's habit I have ſeen the young Marquis of Bel- 


lemine ; Guillot's appearance, every thing confirms 


it: but whence does it ariſe? no matter whence 3 


every thing adds to my unhappineſs; his deſign is but | 


too evident, and hel! join his intreaties with theirs ts 
xeconcile me to the world ineffectual endeavours !_ 


AIR, 
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The little bark i may * ah ride 
I pere neither rocks nor quickſands li-, 
But driven to fea by wind and tide, 


As fwift as ſwallows ſtim the ſhy. 


| The horror of the foaming main, | 
The lightning*s glare, the thunder's roar, © 
Give little proſpect᷑ that again, 
Poor bark ! fhall ever reach the ſhore, 


SCENE V. Scene continues. 
4.4 | | By WO PE 11 3 | 
| 1 Marquis, Abbe. 


i : Marg. Well, Abbe, I accept your propoſal ; Tl 
fign articles of peace immediately, if you'll enter into 
| a treaty to ſhew off the Count. 


Abi. And you promiſe, for the future, not to find 


Fault either with my dreſs or manners. on 

| 14 | Marg. You may uſe nineteen perfumes to as _ 
j pocket handkerchiefs, and take out forty toothpicks 
1; = at one dinner time, without my ſaying a word; nay, 
i I'll even praiſe your poetry ; and I am ſure that's ſa- 


crifice enough in all conſcience. 
Abbe. I'm ſatisfied. | 
Marg. To buſineſs then : the Count has been teaz- 
ing me to introduce him to the ſhepherdeſs. 
2 Abbé, 


— * p 


ac* 
1” 
. * 


* 
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* voy ＋ 


b Him, a we ! He'd be as ridiculous 46 the 
bear in my fable, that makes love to the panther. 

Marg. Liſten to me: you muſt know I have been 
out upon the ſearch, (for 1 like, I confeſs, to look at 
a freſh country girl) and I have found one, the very 
thing, to paſs upon the Count, 

Abbe. An admirable thought, curſe poiſon me the 
very epiſode to my little Serenata I made the fellows 
act ſo often after Goldoni' 8 Comed jes. 

Marg. And to make it impoſſible that he ſhould 
know the true from the counterfeit, I have got the 
good man, Blaiſe, to accommodate him and you at the 
cottage of one of his neighbours ; ſo there” s no fear of 
his encountering Adelaide. 

Abbe. But, Marquis, are not you afraid the girl her- 
ſelf — diſcover who ſhe is? 

Marg. Not at all ; 1 underſtand ſhe has been ill uſed 
by ſome fellow, who was to have married her; and I 
have adviſed her to ſnap up the Count out of revenge, 
and inſtructed her how to behave at the firſt interview. 

Albi. Excellentiflimo | damnato di mio! poetical 
juſtices in every conception 8 

Marg. But here he comes: remember our firſt at- 
tack is to ſee how extravagant we can make him by 
| extolling the Counteſs to the ſkies. | | 


r AI Oy 


Count. Dear Marquis, what has become of you 2 
*tis cruel to leave me to myſelf in ſuch diſtreſs. 


F | Marg. 
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34 Tus SHEPHERDESS or Tae ALPS: 


Marg. But, my dear friend, you muſt take 
comfort. | i 
Count. No, no, Marquis, there's no comfort for 
me. | : 

| Marg. I grant you the Counteſs was a moſt divine 


Creature. 


Count. Don't mention her. 
Marg. What grace ! what ſpirit ! what gaiety ! 
Count. Had not ſhe! oh ! oh! oh! [cries] 
Abbe. I ſhall never forget how moſt inceſſantly 
ſhe laughed at my lampoon upon the Friar that we 
perſuaded to go to the play in a domino. | 
Count. Did ſhe? oh! oh! oh! what an irreparable 
loſs ! | | ET 
Abbe. Particularly the deſcription of the old fellow 
when his falſe frizure fell off, hal ha! ha! 
Marg. Ha! ha! ha! to ſee his bald pate 
Count. I remember ſomething of it, peeping up 
above his blue ſilk domino with gold frogs. | | 
Marg. True, true, ha! ha! ha! 
Count. He muſt cut a ridiculous figure, ha! 
ha ! ha | 
_Abbg Damn'd ridiculous [they all laugh together] 
Count. | finiſhing the laugh] ha! ha! ha! ---a---a 


ah ! I don't wonder that my poor dear ſhould laugh at 


it, oh! [ ſighs] what ſhall I do? 

Marg. I with-we could conſole you. 

Count, No, I'll never be conſoled; every thing calls 
her to my mind, every body admired her, 

Abbe. What admirable talents ! 


Marg. 


oulc or ERA. 35 


Marg. How charmingly ſhe played upon the * 5 


ſichord | 
Count. Aſtoniſhingly! oh! oh! oh! 


Abbé. Eſpecially the cantata I wrote her: her judg- 
ment and finger were petrifying, ſtrike me ridiculous. 
Marg. How ſhe ſung | 
Count. Oh ! delightful ! oh! oh! oh! 
Marg. One ſong in particular. 
Count. Ah, what was that ? I remember all. 
Marg. Let me ſee, *twas in one of the operas. 
Abbe. Caro amore ? 
Marg. The very thing. 
Count. Ah, ſhe did fing it delightfully indeed! 
Marg. Do you remember her manner, Abbé? 
Abb. I'll try [ fings ridiculouſly] 
Marg. Oh! that was not at all like it. 
Count. Not a bit, not a bit; ſhe glided over the paſ- 
ſages, ah ! [ fghing] | 
Abbé. Thus [ /ings more ridiculouſly] 
Count. No, no, I'm out of patience with you, this 
was it [ ſings in a feigned voice.] 
Marg. Bravo | bravo 
Abbe. Exquilſitiflimo ! 
Count. Stop, I RYE not done. | fin:/hes with a can- 
tabile. 1 
Abbe, Charming. | 
Marg. Enchanting ! no, dam'me, there's 38 
in the world could make a man amends for the loſs of 
a woman who could ling in that manner. 
Count. No, my friends, there is nothing in chis 
world Worth my notice. 


F 2 


Marg. 
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Marg. Tis very true; merit like this was irre- 
ſiſtible. I am ready to cry . when 1 think of 
your ſituation. , 


Count. *Tis friendly of you, my dear Marquis. 


Murg. Tis terrible to Toſe fo many united accom- 


pliſhments, for we have not half mentioned them 
She ſung divinely to be ſure, but the danced-— 

Abbe. I remember it ! may roſe-water poiſon mne, 
but ſhe was grace itſelf: Her minuet was the moſt de- 
lightful ching. I remeinber I wrote her a litttle com- 
plimentary trifle on it, called, “Venus in the Fourth 
Poſition.” þ 

Count. O charming ! 

Marg. Very true; and then to ſee her bein an al- 
lemande! I remember ſhe had one particular trip that 


was beautifully elegant---let me ſee---how was it? 


Give me your hand, Abbé. ( He ſings an allemunde, 
and they dance ridiculouſly ) 

Count. No, don't diſtraft me fo, pray. oh dear! 
you are not right at all; you bouree what = ſhould 
chaſſe. 

Marg. Pardon me; 1 know very well what 17 am 
about; (/inging and dancing )---The head upright :---- 
( (ſmging and dancing) The body thrown gracefully for- 

ward. ws 

Count. Zounds! *tis no nice” thts GH me 
your hand, Abbe. (Count ings, and dances about ill. 


be falls quite out of breath uþon'a bank)---Oh1 oh! ch! 


what can ever make me amends for the Ioſs of her ? 
* Marquis zo the Abbe) Yohder's my counterfeit Thep- 
herdeſs! do you begone. 

Abbe. Well, Count, I ſhall find you; I muſt ſpeak 
tomy fellow. 


Count 


Ae Ole OPERA. 37 


Count. Adieu, Abbe. 
Abbe. Adieu! -take cate you don't t make out the 
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little ballad I wrote upon the road. 1 
Count. What, about ey __ there $ NO | 
danger of that. | . 
Abbe. Take care, that's a1. —1t runs thus, you 1 
know. 15 
\1 
e 9 
- is 
The riſing ſun Lyſander found, | | 4 
Shedding tears o'er Phillis's tomb; 
Who fwore he neer would leave the gromd, A 
But paſs his life in that dear gloom. 1 
Tearing his hair, the frantic youth, 1 | 
Cried, e food and raiment I deny; , 9 
And with my life ſhall end my truth, CES | | 
Far love of Phillis will I die.?“ | 


II. 


The radiant god made half his tour, 
The kine ſought ſhelter from his heat, 
Which paſs'd within the cottage dor, 
Where poor Lyſander—drank und aut. 


His dinner finiſh'd, up he roſe, 
Stalt' d, ſighing, filently and. ſlow, 
To where were hung his Sundays clothes, 


Then took a walk to-chace his tt 


III. 
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III. 


The ſun to Thetis made his way, 

When underneath a friendly ſhade, 
A ſhepherd ſung, in accents gay, 
His paſſion for a gentle maid. 


O lovers, what are all your cares l 

Your fighs! your ſufferings ! tell me what? 
To Daphne tis Lyſander ſwears, 

And lovely Phillis is forgot. 


SCENE VII. Marquis, Count. 


Marg. I am glad he's gone, the troubleſome 
fool. | | 
Count. Tireſome to a degree; well, my dear Marquis, 
have you ſeen the Shepherdeſs ? 
Marg. Yes, and what's better, I have prepared her 
to ſee you, and what's better ſtill, here ſhe comes. 
Count. Does ſhe ? you throw me all over in an agi- 


tation. 


Marg. Well, I'll leave you together; remember 
ſhe's all delicacy. | | | 

Count. Never fear. 

Marg. Now have merey upon her; don't wound 
her too deep. 


S C E N E VIII. Count. 


Count. Ah you buntading devil. There will be a 
fine ſcene between us, I ſuppoſe ; I ſhall perſwade, 
ſhe'll TN and _ ah I know how it will be. 
AIX. 


A COMIC OPERA, 


IX. 


Firſt, Sir; may I periſh dear creature, 
Fall down and expire at your feet, 

If in air, flature, mien, ſhape, and feature, 
Any Venus was e er ſo compleat. 


Then, madam ; lord, you're ſuch another, 
I ne er ſaw the like in my days; 
You make ſuch a rout, and a pother, 


And then you've ſuch wheedling ways. 


Permit me vow, Sir, 
To raviſh---nay, now, Sir; 
A heavenly kiſs---pray be civil; 
Oh neftar---you touze me; 
Ambroſia---and blouze me 


Get along, you agreeable devil, 


Fir'd all over, 
Now, the lover 
Sighs nor tears can ſlay ; 
Bold he ventures, 
Pleaſure enters, 
Reaſon flies away. 
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SCE N E IX. Count, Feannotte. 


Count. She is a moſt heavenly creature. 

Jean. Was any poor wretch ever fo uſed as 1 am? 

Count. She ſeems very unhappy, indeed ; I am too 
much overwhelmed with -iltreſs myſelf not to pity 
her. 


Jean. 1 could cry for yexation. 


Count. Poor ſoul !----['ll try to comfort — 
Dear, lovely young creature, may I preſume to aſk if 


you are the pretty Shepherdeſs of the Alps? 

Jean. Yes, ſir; there's a great * people have 
ſaid that of me. 

Count. And they. ſay you have ſamething upon your 
mind that very much troubles you. 

Jean. Les, fir; I have, indeed, — © 

Count. And may I take the "Hiderty, divine crea- 
ture, to aſk what it is? 

Fean. Why, fir, I would not tell eyery * but 
ſuch a gentleman as you are, I think there can be 
no great harm. 

Count. Ingenuous and ſenſible [---tis too great a 
facrifice to let her ſtay here. Well, my loye. 

Jean. Well, ſir; my ſtory's very ſhort ; tis only, 
ſir, chat a young man was to have married me, but he 
grew rich, and deſpiſed me, and ſo has left me to the 


wide world. 
Count. T would be a great ſtroke to carry her off 


---My dear, your ingenuity demands as ingenuous a 


return: our caſes, then, are exactly alike ; death has 
taken away my wife, and ambition your huſband. 
Jean. No, ſir; *twas another ſhepherdeſs that took 


him ur. 
Count. 


* 
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Count. Simplicity itſelf ! I like that.---So you 71 
my angel, we are both miſerable alike. 


Jean. Indeed, fir, I pities you; it muſt be a fad 
thing for you, indeed: 


Count. Oh! a very ſad thing; I ſhall never be 


happy any more. 
Jean. Dear ſir, don't ſqueeze my hand ae. o 
hard. 


Count. I was only admiring how like your hand 
and arm is to my poor deceaſed wife's.---And ſo; my 
love, he has quite forſaken you? (offering to kiſs her) 

Jean. Lord, fir!---yes, fir, he has indeed, and.I 
am ſure I don't know what I ſhall do; 


Count. I muſt have her.---And have you liſtened 
to no offers ſince this affair? 
Jean. There have been none made to me, fir. 
Count. Your frankneſs encourages mine, and if I 
did not fear to offend your delicacy, (for they tell me 
you have a prodigious deal of that) I would tell you 
that I have a vacancy in my heart and my houſe, and 
that if my perſon was agreeable- 
' Fean, You, fir!---Lotd, fir! how can I expect 
ſuch a great man as you? Beſides, if you can forget 
your wife ſo ſoon, whit would ſhortly become of me ? 
Count. Oh my dear! there is not the leaſt compa- 
riſon : ſhe was old enough to be your mother. 
Jean. Oh! that indeed is another thing. | 


Count. And then you ſeem to have a heavenly 
temper. FE 


Jean. Ves, Pm a monſtrous good-humour'd girl. 

Connt. Whereas ſhe was the very devil, and it was 
impoſſible to have any peace with her, from morning 
till night.---Come then to my arms, there thou ſhalt 
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find an aſylum, and the end of all thy woes ; coach, 
title, equipage, every happineſs ſhall attend you; dia- 
monds— 

Fean. A coach [ oh dear das ſir, you a give 
me time to think of it. | 

Count. Well, but 

Jean. Nay, nay, I won't conſent to any thing, un- 
leſs you leave me now; and Þ1! tell the other gentle- 
man when you ſhall ſee me again. 

Count: One kiſs then for earneſt. [ Kiſſes ber: ] Rap- 
ture paſt expreſſing! ¶ He goes off. ] | 


8 CENE X. Feannotte, Guillot. 


Fean. A coach and jewels ! but here comes Guillot: 
I ſhall match the gentleman now, I believe. 

Guil. So, Mrs. Jeannotte, you are there. 

Fean. Yes, ſir, I am; and what then? 

Guil. Nay, nothing at all ; your ſervant. 

Fean. One word, Mr. Guillot, if you pleaſe : pray 
when is the wedding day to be? I ſuppoſe, Madam 
Adelaide has conſented ; I beg you'll let me be bride- 
maid. | 

Guil. To be ſure, Jeannote, one can't do leſs than 
that for old acquaintance ſake. I ſee ſhe's as mad as 
fury, but I'll ſeem not to mind it. Why now, that is 
as it ſhould be ; I knew all along you did not love me, 
and ſo you know how fooliſh it would have been for 
two people to be hampered together in a yoke, for no- 
thing in the world but to draw contrary ways. | 

Jean. Very true, Mr. Guillot ; and 1 dares to 
ſay you'll be more happy with a runaway vagabond 


creature than with an honeſt vartuous girl, that's not 


aſhamed 
I 


A COMIC OPER A. 1 


| ate to tell who her parents are; you may take 
that wipe as you think proper, fir. A great credit to 
you, to be ſure, inſtead of working as an honeſt man 
ought, to be dancing about in a fool's frock, and run- 
ning after beauties. 

Guil. Why, if I was you, ee if 1 did not 
care for't, I would not trouble my head about it. 

Jean. Oh, not I indeed : I was only going to ſay, 
ſir, that tho' you fancy me jealous and ugly, and all 
that's bad, there are men in the world think me the 
pretty ſhepherdeſs of the Alps. 

Guil. T don't gain- ſay it. 


; Jean. Beſides and moreover, to let ſome folks know 


other folks can get rich as eaſy as them; nay, and can 
keep their coach: what do you think of that? and 
have their jewels, and their ſervants to wait upon 
them, | 

Guil. T'cod !. well done Jeannotte, ha, ha, ha! 

Jean. I can tell you, far, Li not a thing to laugh 
at. 

Guil. Why, how canſt thou be ſuch a 8 do 
you think this ſham will paſs upon me ? don't I know 
*tis all lim-flam to try me. Well, Jeannotte, I can- 
not help ſaying but I am ſorry for thee. 

Jean. Why, you naſty, good for nothing, falſe- 
hearted creature, you ought to be aſhamed of your- 
ſelf, ſo you ought: I do love you, then; I own I do; 
[-Bur/ts out a crying] and if you had not treated me ſo, 
I would ſeen him further with all his fine promiſes; 
but now I'll go and keep my coach out of ſpight. 
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4 1 1 


Time was, when Guillot by my fide, 
Dreſs'd out in all our Sunday's pride, 
And dancing by yon beechen tree, 

*T was love and joy, and who but we! 


But worſe lucks our s, we're both grown great, 
And folly ſo bewitches, 85 
Content is chang d for pomp and ſtate, 

And happineſs for riches. Oe 


- 


II. 


Time was, when Guillot told the prieſt, 
Wed marry at our harveſt feaft : 
Alas ! what will the good man ſay, 
Without his fee when ſent away ? 


For Worſe luct's our*s, &c. 


SCENE XI. Guillut. 


A coach and jewels! what is all this? I ſurely have 
not been playing the fool till J have loſt her. I'cod, 
this puts-me in mind, when I was a boy, of catching 
birds, and letting them go again, 


AIR. 


A COMIC OPERA. 


N., 
Many and often was the time, 
When up a tree I us'd to climb, 
To ſearch for birds nefts in it; 
And as the boughs Tue mod d about, 


Perhaps the noiſe has frightened out 
All but the laſt fledg'd linnet. 


II. 
The little thing, from bough to bough, 


Pd watch with anxious care, and now 
Dodge hither, and now thither, 
Till in the cage Ive thought it ſure ; 
Forgetting to ſecure the door, 
It flew, the Lord knows whither. 


III. 


What could I do? no uſe to cry, 

Whimper, put finger in the eye, 
Blubber, and make a pother ; 

1 &en was forced to be content, 

And onwards as I whiſtling went, 
Perhaps I've found another. 
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SCENE XII. The inſide of Blaiſe's Cottage. 
Blaiſe, Renette. 
Ren. Well, whenever we die, the tall fnd herſelf 


in as good a caſe as we are. | 

Blaiſe. We'll give her all our hep, and © our cot- 
tage. 

Ren. Ay, RT every bit 0 os that I hive been 
ſo long a ſpinning; for J love her as much as if the 
was my own child. 

Blaiſe. And ſo do I, ſhe's ſo good, ſo ſweet, fo gen- 
tee], for all the world like thee, when thou wert of her 
age. 5 * : | 
| Ren. Lord, thou art joking good man. 

Blaiſe. I en't indeed; every-body ſaid you looked 
the ſweeteſt, and dancing the nimbleſt in all the vil- 
lage. | 

Ren. Tis thy kindneſs makes thee think ſo. 

Blaiſe. Not at all, I have not forgot when I firſt 


ſaw you dancing under the elm; but above all upon 


our wedding-day ; lord how I did love thee |! 


Ren. Ay, and thou loveſt me now too. 
Blaiſe. Ah, but in fifty years of marriage the firſt 
fire gets a little low; however, we pleaſure I recal 


the 1 Image. 


AIR, 


A COMIC OPERA 5 


A I R. 


Well I remember me, *twas on the firſt of May, 


With garlands and noſegays firft come all our 


neighbours ; 

Then dreſſed 

In their beſt, 
Came the pipes and the tabors 
Nothing er was ſo gay ! 

At reſt from their labours, 
All kept holiday. 
Drums were beating, bells ringing, 
No one kind of tillage, 

Was ſeen in the village, 

But all forts of paſtime, and dancing, and finging 


And then at the church, I remember it yet; 

How baſhful you loo d, T ſhall never forget; 
And, when aſt d if your duty as wife you'd fulfil, 
Tord, how you did bluſh, when you anſwer'd 
Iwill! Fr 


Well I remember, &c. 
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8 C E NE XIII. Blaiſe, Renette, Marquis, Mar- 
chioneſs. 


Fer Dear, dear, if there was but any thing we 
could do | | 
Ren. Ay, if you would be ſo good to tell us how we 


could ſerve your honour. 
Marg. I thank you, my good friends; we are very 


ſenſible of your kindneſs, but we only mean to repoſe 


— — LEY — .- £2 
— 
— 


_ — 82 1 * : . 
—— — — —— — — . — 
. 


ourſelves in your cottage this evening ; where is the 
Shepherdeſs ? where is the beautiful Adelaide ? I muſt 
| ſee her again; ſhe is as charming as ever. 

Blaiſe. Good Sit, our daughter will be here di- 
realy. I believe ſhe is getting for you the beſt our 
poor houſe affords ; we call her our daughter z heaven 
knows whoſe the really is, for we aſk her no queſtions, 
becauſe we ſee it afflicts her. However, never had 
child for a father and mother more kindneſs than ſhe 
has for us ; it ſeems as if ſome good angel was ſent 
among us to comfort us in our old age. 


Ren. © rank bulk! 2 man, ary ſhe comes. 


SCENE XIV. Marquis, t Blaiſe, 
Renette, and Adelaide, who comes on with Milk is 


one Hand, and a Baſket of Fruit in the other. 


Ade. You are going to ſup in a homely manner, my 
dear lady, but every thing is clean; our bread is not 
the whiteſt, but it is new and good; the eggs are freſh, 

| - | the 
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the milk is warm, and the fruit I have the honour to 


preſent you, is the beſt the ſeaſon affords. 


March. With what diligence and attention, with 


what noble and decent grace, this wonderful- ſhep- 
herdeſs renders all the duties of hoſpitality ! 


SCENE XV. Marquis, Marchioneſs, Blaiſe, 
Renette, Adelaide and Guillot, | brought on by 
Dubois, and other of the Marquis's Servants. 


Dubois. [without] Come, come, ha you 
ſhall be brought before. my lord and lady. 
Murg. What the devil's all this noiſe. 

Ren. Guillot ! 

Blaiſe. My Nephew Guillot! [ 
Marg. What's the matter ? ſpeak out, Dubois. 


Dubois. Why, Sir, we have found ue thief with 


my young maſter's clothes on, 

March. *Tis true ! *tis true ! I know he was robbed 
and murder'd. On: my child! ] ſhall never ſee thee 
again! | 

Marg. Nay, nay, but, my * now, — 
hear reaſon. 


Cuil. Save me, uncle Blaiſe, I am as innocent as 
an unborn babe. 


Dubois. Yes, yes, your innocence ſhall be rewarded 
wigh a halter. 


March. What have you hou with my y child? 
Marg. Speak boldly, don't be afraid. 
March. Where did you get thoſe clothes: 
_ Guil. I ſwopped mine for them, indeed I did; L 
Ahould not have taken them, only. they were forced on 
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me; and becaufe I e EI 
Pd gs 

. Marg, A very harmleſs . go on, my lad; ; 
_ ſwopped dem, you 5 who did you * them 
. 

Guil. I can't tell. 

March. Some thief who has killed my child, and 
8 of his clothes to prevent being ſuſpected. 
. Marg. My dear! zounds, if you interrupt him ſo, 
how dens r ola ae 3be ink d TEE 

March. I don't interrupt him, I only ſay that 

Marg. Now, pray, hold your tongue.---Well. 

Guil. I was going to ſay he did not look at all like 
a thief ; he ſeem'd, to me, more like ſome young, gen- 
tleman croſſed in love. | 

March. Of what age? af 

Gwil. Oh, about my age, a I am twenty to- 
morrow z my birth-day is once a year---every wine 
harveſt; and, becauſe of that, Jeannotte and I were 
to be married. 

March. His ſize? ee, - 

| Guil. About my ſize; or elſe, you Wy our 
clothes would: not have fitted each other; in thort, -he 
bought of me every thing I had; my cottage, my 
flock, my clothes; and fo, rather than go naked, 1 
7 on his; now you know all. 

Marg. I could have ſworn I was right; tis FO 
himſelf, without doubt; and 2 have you left 
him? ' 

Oui. Is my cottage that was, where he is now 
ſleeping upon a bed of ſtraw, as happy, I warrant 
you, as a prince. F 


* 


D ubois, 
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Dabei. If this 1s all trüe, why did you fan awry 


from us ? 

Guil. Becauſe you run after me, to be ſure; I did 
not know but you might be thieves, to tell you the 
truth ; and my uncle can tell you, that I was always 
frightful from my cradle. 

Ade. I have heard his ſtory with ſome attention, and 
think as you do, that it is s your ſon's if it is . Ke 
plays upon the hautboy. 

Marg. There are fewer better 1 in Italy. 

Guil. T'cod, that's my young man; it would have 
done your heart good to have heard him this morning, 
how his fingers did work it about. 

March. Let us, this inſtant, go and find him. 

Marg. Now, why the devil do ad want -to 
frighten the boy out of his ſleep? 

Ade. Indeed, in your place, I would not bi too 
precipitate ; if you were to diſturb him thus m "the 
middle of the night, perhaps he might fy into the 
woods. 


March, Good Heaven ! you make me tremble. © 


Ade. Without hazarding this, or without alarming 


him, let me manage this buſineſs; and, to-morrow, 
T1 engage to bring him to your arms. 

March. You have ſeen him then, my dear child 5 

Ade. J have, madam. 

Marg. Well, my dear, what the devil, do you 
think I don't know a little about theſe G ? did not 
I tell you how it was ? the truth is, the boy has heard 


us talk, a thouſand times, in praiſe of Adelaide ; from | 


the picture we drew, he fel} in love with her; ; and de- 
termined ty come here to ſee her; *tis a fault, but it 
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is an honeſt fault, the effet of a young head, þut 
movement of a good heart, 


AIR, 


Chorus. Our Cares are o'er, he's found] he's found! 
Long look'd for is come home at laſt, 
Let now appear | 
Your friendly cheer, 
And as the wine we puſh around, 
Well laugh at all our troubles paſt, 


Marq. And ſo, friend, you and he chang'd clothes? 
Guil. Yes, fir, and pleaſe you, that was all; | 
wid I meant no harm in it, God knows. 

Blaiſe. Come, fir, our table is but ſmall; 

Here, Guillot, ftir thyſelf, my lad; 

For madam, put the great arm chair ; 

Your cheer, I fear, will be but ſad, 

'Tis very well, friend Blaiſe, fit there; 

My pretty Adelaide, —nay, don't frown ; 
Blaize, —Renetto Hey, what neither ſit ! 
Either, this minute, both fit down, 

Or dam' me] if I eat a bit. 


Chorus. Our cares are over, &Cc, 


| Mar J» 


Marq. 


Chorus. 
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Now, if ſweet Adelaide would look gay, 


T ſhould have all I could deſire; 
Nay, *tis not fair to turn away 
From mirth, which you yourſelf inſpire. 
Dear fir, I'm cn 

That one ſmile 

Vent to my heart : there muſt be ways 
Found out, her forrow to beguile ; 
Pd have her happy.--- Hey, friend Blaiſe, 


Ah, fir, I fain wou'd fee that hour, 


For ſhe's, as "twere, my child, all one; 
But we, I fear, have no ſuch power. 
Suppoſe I go and fetch my ſon. 


Our cares are o'er, &c. 


[ The curtain drops at the end of the chorus, as they 


are ſitting at the table. 
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A CT all. 


SC E NE I. Margaic, Adelaide. 
Adelaide. 


H EAVENS ! for what am I reſerved !--- how un- 

lucky was this rencounter with the Marquis and his 
lady ! they have, without intending it, expoſed me to 
the odious addreſſes of this Abbé, and every danger; ; 
---my retreat is . peng and 1. run a thouſand riſks 
of being hourly inſulted, 

Marg. Ah, my lovely girl, I have been looking for 
you ; do you know you haye robbed my wife and me of 
a night's ſleep ? 

Ade. Me, Sir! n , 

Marg. Yes, you---you may remember when we 
were here before, we uſed every argument in our power 
to induce you to go with us to Italy; and though 
afterwards, at your earneſt intreaty,we promiſed never 
to ſay any more to you on the ſubject, we could hardly 
refrain from breaking this promiſe. 

Ade. Alas ! Sir, don't think of me -I am put in 
the world to make every-where unhappineſs. 

Marg. Look'e, Adelaide, I would not be thought 
inquiſitively impertinent ; nor do I mean to ſeek any 
thing but your happineſs, I tell you my wife 
and J have been debating the matter all night; and, 
for the firſt time, I believe, this ſeven years, we are 
both in one mind. In conſequence of our determina- 
tion, I come to offer you my ſon; we are convinced 
your birth is as good as ours ; and as to fortune, if any 
4 chance 
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ch: nee has robbed you of that, tis lucky my boy has 
a good ſwinging one to put in his ſcale, which would 
otherwiſe be overbalanced by your merit. Confide 
then to us the ſecret. of your diſtreſs ; I know before- 
hand, *tis ſomething that will make you more reſpec- 
table in our eyes, for it is impoſſible that any thing 
but goodneſs ſhould dwell in ſuch a heart as your's. 

Ade. Sir, I acknowledge that the notice you have 
been pleaſed to take of me, is a diſtinction, with which 
I had no right to flatter myſelf. I confeſs, alſo, that 
I ought to look upon the offer of your ſon, as a very 
high compliment ; your unparalleled kindneſs will never 
be eraſed from my memory; but, Sir, there is an abyſs 
between the world and me, that Gan can over- 
leap. 

Marg. My gear child, the wore you e 
yourſelf, the higher you riſe in my eſteem; at leaſt, 
let me ſhew you the neceſſity of diſcloſing to us your 
ſituation, that we may know how to ſoften the rigour 
of your fate. Conſider what a terrible thing it will be 
to endure the inclemency of the ſeaſons without a 
friend to ſupport, or aſſiſt you; you'll find no more 
Blaiſes and Renettes; you'll be an object of envy 
to the other villagers. Come, come, Adelaide, I 
have not made ſuch a fine (| peech a long time, and, pray, 
don't let it be in vain. 

Ade. Sir, you ſhall know my ſtory, I am now 
going to tell it your ſon ; he ought not to think of me, 
and J have no other way of reſtoring him to himſelf 
and you, than by holding up the unfortunate circum 
ſtances of my life, that he may be the firſt to ſay tis 
impoſſible we ſhould ever be united. Thus you will 
be acquainted with all my unhappineſs ; and in return 
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for this confidence, I muſt entreat. you, when you 
leave this place, to take every poſſible precaution to 


prevent my being an object of odious curioſity ; and 


while you ſtay here, to guard me from importunities, 
which are as hateful as they are ineffeftual. 
Marg. That mandrake of an Abbe, I'll lay a mil- 
lion; damn him, I'll cut his ears off. Beautiful young 
creature, you render yourſelf more and more eſtimable 
every moment. Be aſſured, you have nothing to do 
but name your wiſhes, and every thing within my for- 
tune ſhall be your'ss | 


Ade. Ay tears alas] I cannot ſpeak ! 


Muſt thank this goodneſs, ſure, divine ! 
For had I words, words are too weak, 
Too poor, to vent ſuch thoughts as mine. 


The ſun, in its meridian height, 

Will gratitude like this inſpire ; 

I hoſe kindly beat, and piercing ligbt, 
Mie wonder at, and we admire: 


x 


Exit. 
8 CEN E II. Marquis, Blaiſe. 


Marg. I am not very fond of the pathetic, but, 
ſome how or other, I can't help being touched to the 
foul with this amiable young creature's diſtreſs. 


SCENE 


A C6 M1c 0 f E R A. 


8 C E NE III. Marguis, Abbe. 
Mar. Your moſt humble ſervant, Mr. Abbe; 
fam] 
Abbe. Thave been fechiag for you, Marques; 31 hive 
the moſt ridiculous. circumſtance in nature to tell 
you, twould be matter for ten ſatirical odes. 


Marg. What is it? 
Abbe. The Count has made me the confident of his 


amour. 

Marg. No, no. | 

Abbi. He has; and my fellow, la Pierre, is now upon 
the ſearch for the beſt carriage to be found in this mi- 
ſerable place, to carry off him and his fair one, 

Marg. That's excellent! 

Abbé. And what think you I intend to _ 7 

Marg. Nay, I don't know. 

Abbe. At the moment he gives his hand to ) the couns 
terfeit Shepherdeſs of the Alps, I will ſtep in with the 
real one; drive off, and leave the poor, Count in the 
lurch. 

Marg. And you are really ſo egregiouſly « conceited 
to believe this ? 

Abbé. She has ſeen me, Sir. 

Marg. I know ſhe has; and, to cut the matter ſhort, 
has placed herſelf under my protection; you my? theres 
therefore drop all thoughts of her. 

Abbe. Muft, that's a little ſtrong, Sir. 

Marg: Come; come; Abbe, it won't do; you can't 
marry her, becauſe you are of the church; and if you 
nieditate any other deſign, it becomes my affair. 

| I Abbe, 
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\ Abbe. Your affair; which way? 
Marg. Becauſe, as an honeſt man, this young crea- 


ture's unfortunate ſituation ra me to prevent her 


being inſulted. 

Abbé. You are rather too old, I ſhould think, to pro- 
keſs yourſelf a protector of diſtreſſed damſels, Mar- 
quis. 

Marg. One can never be too old, puppy, to profeſs 
one's ſelf a protector of innocence ; beſides, I have 
brought you here ; therefore am in ſome degree acceſ- 
ſary to your outrageous folly; and, a word in your 
ear -a man may by chance admit a raſcal into his 
company; but if he finds him out, and does not chaſ- 


tiſe him, he is little better than a raſcal himſelf. 


Abbe. Sir, e I don't wear a ſword, I can uſe 
one. | 

Marg. To do you juſtice, 1 know you can, though 
I ſhould be ſorry to ſee you draw it in ſo unworthy a 
cauſe. However, if it ſhould be neceſſary, I don't be- 
lieve I have forgot. that kind of ſport myſelf. I have 
only then one word to fay to you; you muſt either give 
me your honour never to (| * to Adelaide any more, 
or you and I are Wo. | 

Abt. You and I are two then, my Lord! pen and 
perſon ; I'll not be anſwerable for my actions to you, 
or any man; I did the girl the honour, I confeſs, to make 
love to her, and ſhe anſwered me with a great deal of 
pride, and a preat deal of impertinence, which muſt, 
and ſhall be ſubdued, even though the Marquis of 


| Belemine was ever ſo to profeſs him Lech Rn. 
_ errant. | 


mn 
„ 


Marg. 


4 


Marg. Very well, very DRY I ſhall watch you ; ; 
in the mean time, if you think to commit any violence 
by availing yourſelf of this young creature's defenceleſs 
ſituation, you are no better than a robber, who would 
take away her honour becauſe he had a piſtol at her 


A I R. 


Why, is the devil in you ! p 
Or are you ſuch a ninny, | 
To believe of you for Il ever think, 3 her all you 

ann: 
No, no, whateer believe you, 
Your hopes will all deceive you 
da @ girl 7 ſenſt' will zo: ta---not a * but 8 
man. . 


II. 
Zonndy can that bat and father, 
Or the coxcomb altogether, 
A ſquire of card mandrake---a more flaſh in the 
pan; ; ; 
His pretty ſelf admiring- | 
Be ought but hate-inſpiring, ' : 
ben 4 woman — Ju to- a montey, but a 
man. a . 
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_ 
Then give this folly very e. 
Nor ſeek to blend the lover NOT 99 
With the ruffian ; a I plainly can diſcover that our 
plan; 
Or ſpigbt of all your vapouring, 
PII fo finely ſpoil your capering, 
You ſhall own this arm belongs to not a monkey, but a 
mans, 5 | 


SCENE III. Abb, Lo Pierre. 


Abbe. Dam'me, I'm piqued at this.---Oh, here | 
cames La Pierre,---Well, what news! FT Bo 

La P. Oh, fir! they'll be drawn to matrimony 
in much the ſame ſtile as they draw criminals to exe- 
cution ; but however, that's got very NE different 
from the lady's ſituation. | 

Abbz. What, you have got a carriage, then ? 

La P. Yes, ſir, and ſuch a one 

Abbe. Well, but the plan is changed am ga- 
ing in this carriage inſtead of the Count. 

La P. You, fir !---oh! oh} I ſmoke it. I faw 
you together.---Why, fir, the bargain has not been 
long making---ſo modeſt too !---well, who will ever 
truſt to countenances after this ? : 

Abbe. Hold, Monſieur La Pierre; not quite ſo faſt, 
if you pleaſe: the bargain is not ſo firmly made, but 
there will be a neceſſity for a little agreeable violence-- 


you underſtand me.---I ſuppoſe it's polivle to procure 
three or four ſturdy fellows ? 


- 4a 
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La P. Whew !----are we thereabouts? why, this 
affair will make a noiſe, ſir. 

Abbi. 1 would have it. In ſhort, this muſt 
all be done within half an hour; meet me at the cot- 
tage, and if you ſee the RO; tell him you can t 
ſucceed for him. | 

La P. I am gone, fir; I ſuppoſe [ may Tay: that 
your honour's purſe is pretty full. 

Abt. What you pleaſe, as to that---and * 4 


if I am happy, 1˙1¹ give thee a ſnug * in a convent 
of Benedictines for thy pains. 


SCENE IV. Ms. 
Thus, before there doubtable Marquis will have time 
to look about him, will I be far enough with my lovely 


prey; our little novel will exactly make out the þal- 


lad I wrote onge upon my feeling a nun gut of a con- 
yent, 


«+ \ 
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The coy Paftora Doin wo > 
A Damon the witty and the gay; 10 | 
Damon, who never fair purſued, - 
But fhe became an eaſy prey. 


| 


Yet with this nymph his ev'ry power 
In vain he tries, no language moves ; 


Thus do we ſee the tender flower 
brink from sie ſun whoſe warmth it loves. 
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5 | 


Pigued at the little angry puſs, 


.Cried he, ſhe ſets me all on fire 
Then plagues himſelf, and makes this fuſs, 
Only to raiſe her value higher, 


For that ſhe loves me every hour, 
Each moment, ſome new inſtance proves: 


Thus do we ſee the tender flower 


Shrink from the ou whoſe warmth it loves. 


mt. 


, Hnw to reſolve then, what leu? ?.. 
By fair means ſhe will ne er come to ; 
What of a little gentle force, | 
Suppoſe I try what that will do? 


I know ſhell tears in torrents pour; 

I know her cries will pierce the groves : 8 
Thus do we ſee the tender flower 

Shrink 185 the ha whoſe warmth it loves, 


SCENE 


SCENE v. Marquis, Guillot, Jeannotte, (who 
come on LATE: ) | 


Guil. Why, I tell you, Jeannotte, if you had not 

been ſo jealous, it would never have happened. 
Jean. Why, for the matter of that, Guillot, if I 

had been ever ſo jealous, I don't ſee why — | 

Marg. Nay, nay, damn it ! don't fall out the mo- 
ment you have made. it up. You have promiſed never 
to be jealous any more; and you, never to give any 
cauſe ; upon theſe conditions, I ſhall throw ſomething 
into your purſe; in the mean time you both remem- 
ber how I told you to manage the. Count. 

Jean. Yes, fir, never fear, I have got my ſtory. 

Guil. And ſo have I mine. 

Marg. Well, here he comes ; leave us together 85 
a minute, and come to him when you find him alone; 
firſt Guillot, and then Jeannotte 5 

Both. We'll take care. [They retire.] 


SCENE. VI. Marguis, Coun. 


Marg. So, Count. | 
Count. So, Marquis; I have ten thouſand obligati- 
ons to you ; .ſhe is ready to go of with me. 


Marg. To gooff with you! how the devil could 


you bring her to this? 


Count. 1 don't know ; my old Ar, I infinuated and 
inſinuated.— 
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Marg. Till ſhe could refuſe you nothing, eh! 
why this will make a devil of a clatter at Turin : 7p 11 
be envied by the whole world. 

Count, Ves, I believe 1 ſhall, indeed. 

Marg. And ſo the Counteſs is quite forgotten 

Count. Now, Marquis, that's unfriendly of you; I 
had juſt got over the firſt ſhock, 0 os ye revived 
it again in my mind. 

Marg. Now, damn it, Cotint; this is ſo abſurd ve. 
tween two ſuch friends as you and I: don't I kriow 

what a life you uſed to lead with her? wet 

Count. Horrible, indeed ! but to do her juſtice, 

| 2 woman, ſhe had a great many virtues. 

Marg. What virtues! was not ſhe petulant, cer 


cious, 1l]-tempered ? OS 
Count. As the devil! but then ſle Was dir inely 
handſome. 


Marg. Handſome ! what, with that theagie Figure, 
and her painting herſelf red and white! 
Cottnt. | have told her a thouſand times how deteſt⸗ 
able it was: but then her features 
Marg. Were at a mile's diſtance from each other. 
Count. To be ſure, they were a little irregular ; but, 
however, in perfection itſelf you may find ſome flaw ; 
we ſee ſpots in the ſun. 
Marg. Come, come, her perfections, compared to 
her imperfections, were a drop in the ocean, a grain 
of pepper upon a turtle; - In ſhort, ſhe was 2 mixture 
of miſchief and malice ; incapable of pleaſing herſelf, 
and envying all thoſe who could; her delight was to 
tyrannize over her huſband, and to play the Co- 
* with every body elſe. 
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Crunt. Damme, if 1 did not tell her the very words 
once myſelf when we quarrelled. 

Marg. How different is the GA object of your 
wiſhes, gentle, mild, engaging ! | 

Count. Oh, to rapture | 

Marg. So far from thinking herſelf chow you, ſhe 
will look up to you as the author of her good fortune. 

Count. Very true, my dear friend, Þll go this mi- 
nute and beg of her; but, zounds ! we can't get a 
carriage to take us from hence. 

Marg. I, who am your friend upon all other occa- 
ſions, have thought upon that too; there is one 
Guillot, I fancy, can do your buſineſs; he is nephew 
to the honeſt people Where we are; yonder is the very 
man; well, I'Il leave you together; I am going to ſee 
if my wife has left her toilet; I ſaw the ſun riſe this 
morning, and the ceremony put me exactly in mind of 

4 s iſſuing * her enn 
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5 1. the mh of May, 
The morning grey, 
Firſt, peeps a doubtful light : 
Three flrikes the clock, 
The village cock. 
Next crows with all his might 
Each waking bird, | 
Chirping is heard; n 
Tinges of red the ſty adorn; 
10 nan, and begſt, 
15 Kegard the eaſt, | | 
And, Plias a, ſalute the riſing Ing morn. 
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The ſhepherd now his flock unfolds ; 
Night, like a thief, fleals flow wy" ; 
His dingy hue, - | 
Ugly to view, 
Is chang d to a ag blue ; 
If | | All nature's gay; 
1 And now the villager behoids 
[f His mowers mow, his ploughers ploughy 
. Sheep bleat, birds ſing, and oxen low : 
% Each rural found ſalutes his ears; _ 
He whiſtles to make one : 
And nom, 
Uſer's by all this fine parade, 
In ev'ry ſplendid pomp 238 
a Appears 
The radiant ſun. aon 


— — 


—— —— 


So, after abundance of toilet affairs, 

Aud Betty has nine times ran up and down ſtairs, 
For lappets and ribbands, and one thing and t other, 
And the houſe, top _ bottom's alarm'd with the 


pother, 


And a hundred ihi ngs more are done equally riſible, 
The lady, at laſt, condeſcends to be viſible. 
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SCENE VII. Count, Gaiet. 


Gail, My uncle Blaiſe has lent me ſome clothes, 
ſo I look a little more like myſelf, ah if they catch 
me being a gentleman again—- 

Count. Servant, friend. | 

Guil. Vour's, ſir, and pleaſe 8 

Count. If your name's Guillot, I am informed you 
can furniſh me with a carriage to take me to Medina. 
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Guil. Why, fir, I believe I could 6 ſuch thing. 
Hd / many perſons is it to carry. 
Count. Me and another. 
Guil. I beg your pardon, fir, but you are the gen- 
tleman that” s come with the gentlefolks at uncle” s an't - 

you | | +112 
Count. I am, my friend. 

Cuil. Oh, I have been ſpoke to about it before. 

Count, What, may 1 hope by wy 1 ſhep- 
herdeſs ? 

Guil. Ay, ay, you know who J mean well enou ch. 
---I'cod, what a work you have made with her 

Count. Do you think ſhe loves me, then? 

Guil. Loves you! if the King loved me half ſo 
well, I need not be a poor peaſant here in a village. 

Count, And ſo you can get us a carriage? well, I 
ſhall reward Ju for it; and pray what ſort of a one is 
F . 
Cuil. Why, they ben't the beſt in the world, our 
way; it will break down five or fix times before we 
xeach Medina. | 45 

Count. Break down! | 

Guil. O yes, that we always lay our account to; 
but then we take care and carry a parcel of cords with 
us, to ſet things right again. 

Count. Oh, I hadrather we could have gone all the 
way without breaking down. 

Guil. If the thing could be, In 295 1 too, ſir. 

Count. Well, and what ſort of cattle have you ? 
Cuil. Why, as to that, ſir, pretty well, I don't 
thank they'll founder aboye three times. 

Count. Founder? 

Guil. Ves, ſir; we ſhall have three times, I reckon, 
to ſtop in the ſnow; about five hours at a ſpill. 
as 2.” 1 Count. 
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Count. In the ſnow! ! | 
Guil. Yes, ſir; but then your love will 8 you 
warm. 

Count, To be ſure I would * a little i in con- 
68 of that. 4 | 

Guil, And then I hope A are pretty well as to 
courage, ſir? 

Count. How do you mean ? 

Guil. Why, fir; they * there's a woundy ſight 
of robbers that way. 

Count. Robbers! hang it, that's unlucky.---Well, 
but I hope they are none of thoſe damn'd banditti 
raſcals who murder people ? 
Cuil. Always. 

Count. An't you afraid, then, for yourſelf ? 
Cuil. O Sir, they never touch the guide, 
Count, Well, I muſt conſult the Marquis about it. 
At all events get ready. ---Whcre ſhall I find you? 
Cuil. Oh, at uncle's. | 
Count, You know the way ? 
Guil. Yes, yes; every inch of W 2's me ſee. 
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OF we go from Break-neck-ſleep, 
Soft, Fofth, jader, ſo! ſo! 

Till we ſee the mountains peep, 
Cover'd with huge heaps of ſnow. 
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But ſmall matters e never muſt 1 : 
We laugh at each ſtumble, and ſing at each tri 5 
For you, fir, d'ye fee, | | 
Tou've to cheer up your ſpirits, a kind coming fair, 
Who „ the more we're in danger, the more e will be hind. 
And then, as for me, end 


” - »: 


RR - 
— 2 
- _—— 


Poe a drop in my pocket to keep ont the air, 
And Tm altuayt reviv'd at the 8 of the — 0 
"f | 

II. | i, 2. > F 


mi 
: 


| By-and U) to Cripple-bill, 
Tired and jaded we arrive; an 
Where, for ſome hours, we fland ill, 1 


bun, De worn-out cattle ſcarce alive. = 
SARTICHATS BAS. UNTiO-% | But final matters, lc. 
” III. ee e SSN 3s 
N ien $10: . 4 : © LIT. = 
© See the carriage one fide hang 
And nw upon its end, and now, | 
© Apart the breaking traces bang, A 


And ſouſe we tumble in.a ſlough. = ee 
But ſmall matters, &c,” 4 


Pn 


IV. 
Next, to Cut-throat dale we reach; | . 
Where, from behind ſome lonely buſh, _ = 
With blunderbuſs, and prftols each, en WIN, 1 
A dozen lurking villams ruſh. „ = 
WO But knall matters, ber. 
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SCENE VIII. Count, Feannotte. 


* 


Count. I muſt throw none of theſe objections in her 
way :---here ſhe is. Well, my love, you are come in 


good time: we ſhall have a carriage directly, and then 
upon the wings of love. 

Fean. Ay, all that's very well, if 1 could believe 
you'd love me for ever. 

Count. How can you think otherwiſe ? who would 
not have done as much as I have, for the tender, 
gentle, beautiful Shepherdeſs of the: Alps? your 
diſtreſs beſpoke my pity ; pity ſoftened into love, and 
love commanded me to throw apes and- my fortune 
at your feet, 

Jean. Yes, but ours has EI but a tort acquain- 
tance; and how do I know but you wants to inveigle 
me away for ſome wicked purpoſe? 

Count. My dear, I would not harbour ſuch a thought 
For the world : my intention is to take you directly to 
Turin, there to beſpeak you clothes, jewels, every 
thing proper for your intended ſituation; and when 
my twelvemonth and a day expires, to marry you. 

Jean. Twelvemonth and a day 

Count. Ves, my dear; you know it would not be 
decent before. | ; 
that: to hore you ſo randy as I , indeed, and not 
be married till then 

Count. But, my life, what can 1 do? 

Frean. Why, marry me before you go, 


| uni. 
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Cont, Conſider, love :---beſides theres 4s fo dh 


thing as getting a prieſt. _ 
Fran. O Lord our curate. will do the job, and 
thank you into the bargain, if you'll give him a good 


fee; and then, as I am to be a lady, you know, I 


can't ſee why you may not bring me acquainted with 
the gentlefolks, and then we may all go away together, 
Count. That's true; but if they find L have made 
fuch a fadden reſolution--- 
Jean. They may laugh at you, perhaps you think; 
Oh, ſir, if you are aſhamed of your choice, indeed! 
Count. No, my life, it is not that. 


Jean. I can tell you, fir, I would not turn my back 


ſor virtue and honeſty to _ one; and then as to 
beauty a 

Count. Venus was never halt ſo ee 

Jean. I don't know ſhe, but 1 am ſure I am very 
well to-paſs. 

Count, Zounds ! I ſhall loſe her. My love, you 
are every thing to me, and your will ſhall be obey'd. 

Jean. Ay, that's ſaying ſomething ; but I think you 
had better make me acquainted-with the gentlefolks 
firſt, and then you may get one of your friends to ſtand 
father. 

Count. A good thought, 

Jean. And another thing === YOU TR think of mar» 
rying me in that diſmal fuit of clothes, do you ? 

Count. My dear, I have no other with me. 

Jean. Oh, I dare fay the gentleman will lend you 
ſorke. 
Count, Well, but. 


5 Jean. 
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Juan. Ah, chere Vou are at your buts again. 55 : 

Count. Well, well, I'll make no objections ; every 
thing ſhall 4 as you deſire i it: V1 8⁰ and find the 
J - Marquis directly. Adieu. THe g r 

Jean. On dear how I ſhall N to ſee him in his 
nay, vie os is 
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Ab men 2 fill 5 hh ares 8 
To woman thus to humble WM 4 


4 4 


92 20 ] ba, fowler likes. but ſpreads her ſuare, 5 | _—_ 


Or at her . game, N . 


TDales ain, 
* oþ, pop, and . you tumble. 


- 
>» 


She ments you down, ' fly. where you [206 I, 
Oer clover, graſs, or flubbles. 


| "Can wing you, feather | you, or kill, 
5 Jul. as 2 tales xd trouble. | 
ö 0 2 Nm e Ali wen, Ke. 


of os * * 1 
„ bo f = 


-1... © - Then fy not from 47 "Yo x vain, 5 


Me know the art of {etting,.._. a7 "BY 1 55 
43 well as ſhooting, and can rein: 


- 4 Sid 
. 9 The el nan aur net inn. 
Ab men, & S. 
ee e 7 ay 928 4 
enen „40 
* | 
: SCENE 
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1 n WA. 
$cnx FRE Oe The Tomb oe in andther point of 
_ Bellemine. ons 


Y. B. Three hours" TY 1 Waits Pere in anxious 

expectation, contemplating every one of thoſe objects 

19 75 have, ſo often been ſilent witneſſes of. e _ 
"al 


228 


| nature ſeems to reſpe & it-—and where- e er ſhe 
"comes; like gloomy mill. at the approach of day, 
all other objects ſhrink back, and behold her approach 


with ſilent admiration hat can it be? 


220 :35ti:d {1 117% Ae: Pp OY 


2705 28. gu: re a THIOL 1999 257 
8 Brigb. ' gems that twinkle from Ger, 
ol bk Planets, and very leffer ſtar, Pry - 


be eta 1s darting each a downward ray, 
145 bio ue er., "the 2 of dy. | 


Begone, even Venus who fo bright, 
Refletts her viſions pure and white z 
inſtant begone, and quit the ſkies, 
For lo! the moon begin; to rye. 


II. 
Te pretty warblers of the grove, 
M ho chant ſuch artleſs tales of love; 
he throſtle, gurgling in his throat ; 
The linnet, with his ſilver note. 
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Dye ſoaring lark, the whiſtling thruſh,. . 
The merry blackbird, goldfinch, buſh, 
Fly, vaniſh, diſappear, take wing, 

| Wen n n : 


- ” 


But ſhe is ; here, and all at once che blood for- 


fakes my very heart 4 how. 1 tremble to. n 
ber 


”% 
63 7 8 
x 


* * * 
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. 811 _ [ ye ol: 
SCENE X. Young Bellemine, Adelaide. 


Ade. I have made you wait; but I'll haſten to re- 
compenſe your patience you know upon what con- 
ditions you are to hear my ſtory; let us ſpeak to one 
another then without Vi ceo 'T1Ir begin, and let 
my confidence encourage your” 83 liſten my unhappi- 
neſs will be a leſſon for you---Shephetd, behold this 


tomb, 


AIR. 
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* 9 1 
e 1 * R. . * 3 ; 


Here fidtps in pose, benearh at vih, ISO 
The tender lover @ huſband could proud; 97 45.1 77 0 

„ Of alt his difttefs, alas, I am the cauſe; 1955 
e oder d hin, Nauen envied 0 hove. WT . 
(2E eee ir | 1 
ee 7 l, r. wii and 14 1 ke i 
Thi theufandaf tears that fall from my eyes, | 
0 25 arb. ſad benforte, for me, that remain. 21 1 


7 . a \ 

1% 20 loft vio 36 ate % gd 23 1 W if 
5; tr foe - s wa "1 101 10 4 a, , . 1 127 k 
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hben, laben pio dy hong re hin e. 
oo e I kept him away 3 * 
His glory forgetting for thoſe fatal * n 
Aud, ts puniſi me, be vs 4 . | 


Jab tt; i mech . (> 


Laßtepe men err Fur ae this fad „ 
Where to join him, alas! I ſhall ſhortly deſcends ++ 
i nor pain, nor afflictian cou come, © 


E ITIS DIST 


5 14 | 
=y - 4 7 1 1 4 1 * 86 a # 
Sas 7 ; 6 1 91 ty IN 


A 
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(After a lm Silence.) | 
Ade. No tell me of what parents. vou are. born, 


and what reduced von to the ſtate of ſhapherd?. . c- 


7. B. Ceaſe to queſtion me, "twould 2Mid.you is 
know an il}. you « cannot cure. _Fov arg, unbappyy but 


"BANELT 


I am more ſo; Land fuch is the nature of my diſtreſs, 


that an eternal filence muſt lock it up in my heart 


2 


Ade. Alas | _ how « gan 1 without. knowing he you 


are, and what, are your (troubles, any longer glace a 
confidence: in_you? He. nber. 3, make, * 


cloud between us. 


Y. B. Don't be offended at my ſilence! *tis ter- 
rible to be condemned to it-iThe aſſiduous companion 
of all your ſteps, I'll ſweeten your labour; T'l] 
partake your cates; and yo hall never repent of 
having repoſed your miſeries inn Bear, la& bud too 
ſenſible. : WW. nil oe i airy ee 1 

Ade. No, it ranhõt be; Lee Hf you thednoſt 
fincere confeſſion, and I think F merit it; I have 


ſpoken to * 'witfiour myſtery and bu one 16 km 


_ ate m, 4b reed. .. L. tele weg ene N 


Y. B. Als I let ne Gniſh. my deplorable bie dtn 
out leavingo ou wor reproach«\ySurtif with Having 


ſortened it. 


Ade. Sill more and more myſterious, 
Y. B. What would "= haye me ſay then ? 


I am--- | 
K «©: 
T. . 


TIE, g. O M C2 @ Pali r % 75 | 


Y. B. Bellemine ! the ſon of thoſe travellers you ſo 
penetrated with reſpect and admiration. 

Video Aud you Or Pe your unhappy. a in 
tears? | ITT A 

I. B. Their * of your virtues and your 
charmiꝗ inſpited nie witli the fatal deſign to dm and 
nere eee 
ol my error. WH \arodora mo Jon bt 17 7 

Ade. O fly and conſole - J Vote go 2450 60 91. 

Y. B. Spare me unuſeful counſel bund regroachys; 
my reſolution is as fixed, as unalterable as your's; I 
ſee; all, the repugnance you have maker me unhappy; 
1 fee your heart is with. bim who cepgſes in that tomb; 
I ſee that nothing can detach you from it; your 


duty, js geyex. to-love me, ad wy fate for ever to adore 


9 20 Ii? Me "04 VL 459 19V 3:1 : yoll3 DIL 97, * 
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$CEN E Xl.  Adeldide, Abbe,” Leroy 

EM wers 1 Aion gun: 5 Nr Wa] . 

Ade. ¶ Lookin FF hint] Poor Bellemine 2 2 cm bh 

Hue? Here ſhe is. Gomien ma' am, 'y6u ſeem , lady 
fond ef adventures? and verefor®:1-4 6H not 
make much refiſtanee; Come let me gentgyiferte vod 
tobe happy: g i: DIST. (beate „I an. 

Ade. What do you mean, Sir? nine 13 4 Dit 

e Fakin it bold of her. My dear; I cunꝰt talk, iT 
ſhrill have tine enough 10 Pötafn my pardon: here my. 
honeſt fellows, aſſiſt me. ¶ They ſeize der] wal oft Bus 
de. Ob, 1 Aleks) Heaven'!' what would you 


do ? | | „Ai. 88 
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Nellen: Nen fe no) ods Limes A 57 
3 LOO RHO oils agli Aid bats wings 

SCENE XII. Abbe, Adelaidey Lage Aloe, 
1 ge Pirz: 


a D. 51 10 20 N Di ar A 
nB. How's this? Adelaide in difiveſaliow held ogg 
you ruffians! [They urn upon him, Adelaide wins; off } 
Nay, I regard not your numbers, "OR 19 ce 
the Abbe dela Mouche! Ya hn vn O AN. 

eee i am std K 


” ST +\ * ; * - 2 1 
1 51 11 4 T: rÞ ;? PEI (£1 


80 EN E Xin. Abbe, rant His Marg ui, | 
Marion Aditi Blaiſe, Retarte Ts a = 5 
: : 39 SIUNTION” ISNT 991 1 
18 FSþedtbg 3 as be A mT Where are they ? 
| where are they? never fear * boy, the dog bs 8 
courage enough. | 
* B. Gather | gods! 1-1 34 45 02 p 
Ade. ¶ Shewing Young Bellemine to his mother] Mas 
dam, TI have fulfilled my promiſe. WN kb. 
HMarge::$9, Mr. Abbé you ars there. did not 1 tel 
you: you, had better be quiet ? you little thought 
what a terrier Thad to ſet after your heels. 19Um Sate 
bbs, 1 little expected, indeed, the pleaſyrg.of ſees,, 
ing Mr. Bellemine. | 116 162M non ab A Wk. 
7. B. Nor that you ſhould be chaſtized, I ſuppoſe, 
for the outrage: you bene; mediated zes beter: 12 


and the laws. a Anon 
Abbt! Sir, there s no Wiler here.; you'll $nd\me 


" 


at Turin. = | $ 


4 Y. B. 


27+ 'COMTC OPERA. 4g 
1. J. Lill find you at Turin, Sir; in the mean 
time begone ! and thank this company l part with 
you upon ſuch eaſy terms. 
Abbi. Here, la Pierre; at Turin, Mr. Bellemine, 
J ſhall expect the pleaſure of ſeeing you, Sir; in the 
mean time, I am this company's moſt abedient 
8 Sip) Thus d "4 we * the tender . 
| aua from he fo whey um . 


9 
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Sex xIV. Ar lin-. Yeung Bellming Ru, 
| Adelaide. 


F Mari, 80, you young Jaw. I hays bad. Nur 
race after you, I chink. 

J. B. Pardon me, * nor make me more miſerable 
| than I am. , 


Marg. Oh, my 7 * child, why would you be ſo 


cruel to Jeaye me in ſuch deſpair 7 

T. B. I feel, madam, how much theſe reprogches 
are my due; but by the ills 1 endure, lrg. is reveng- 
ed of nature, and ur ſon is loſt. 
Mareb. How! my child ? 
T. B. I have gone every thing, quized every TAY 


for her; anſwer me, could ] Jove any thing more beau- 


tiful ? but I adore in vain ; a young and faithful widow, 
ſhe weeps a huſband buried in that tomb. 


Marg, *Tis for that then, ſo young and handſome, 


mne has . the world. 4 
7 Mar ch. 
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rt Adordh;' The name of: your huniband,] Hy "tear 
child $4 I z pag ny) vids AHανç bus ' onogd , 
Ade. Doreſtan. 150 Neo Hoy) nogu ue. 
urch Ald Mur 8? * : ii I „iN | 
Ade, Bevilles „ nad ads bog Tart 1 
Marg. Why; I know both the: nas as well as my 
own. Did not I ſay my boy knew what he was about ? 
why, you dog, ſhe is deſcended from one or the beſt 
families in France „„ n 37 
Aarrb. Indeed, chitd, ber heart was worthy of you ; 'Y 
but the love you have conceived for her, is a flame 


that muſt be extinguiſhed, 


Y. B. If I muſt quit Adelaide, I ſhall ſoon after 
quit the Tight; 1 feel too well, War the fame inſtant 
will decide my life and my love. 

March. You ſee, child, his extreme unhappineſs. 
Aue. Af! kw milerable . am e K 
| Marg. Come, come, why bing we my here to 
afflict her I did not be it a matter fo ſerious as 
is: : we won't alk you, Adelaide, to accompaty 
9 7 Lun hu ibo teab aa . 

March. I wiſh to heaven ſne Wouddt. 

Au. Alas! madam, how en 177 

- Y. B. Adieu, all that I love. 025471 hg 

Ade. Adieu, Bellemine. L Hefitating.] * lt 10.43 

Y. B. Oh, what an effort! no, I feel 1 mall fink 
* under it; let tas then upon this tomb. [He is going to 
throw 2 If” upon the . and the Marquis catches 


as +» 


$5 Tf 074 01-335. es; + 
' bim in bis arms. ] nn c 
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| March: Alas! Adelaide, your heart is without pity, 


and for a family too who have ſo much n for 


you. 


Ade. Dear pay >" what would you Wes me BI 3 


March. I would have you go with us: I aſk not for 
a return of my child's love, your pity will ſuffice, and 
that I implore; without that, you'll cauſe his death; 
and alas, mine ſoon afterwards ! 

Ade. Dear madam. 


March. Save my child] make this effort; a mother 
upon her knees aſks his life, 


Blaiſe. Indeed, my dear child, you make my 
too unhappy. 


Ren. Pray, pray, conſent. 
Marg. Nay, nay, Adelaide, I muſt put in a word 
now: how can you deny us? beſides your adyenture 


will be known eyery where; nay, have you not al- 


ready been expoſed to violence? though, thanks to my 


boy, you were reſcued from it : for his ſake then, for 
your own, 


Blaiſe. For all « our ſakes, 

Ade. ¶ She looks ſeparately at them all, as they ſuppli- 
cate her, and at laſt goes up to the tomb.] Oh Doreſtan, 
thy heart was noble and generous; and if thou canſt 
read in the bottom of my mind, thou wilt not com- 
plain of ſo holy a duty.---Riſe, Bellemine | 

Y, B. What voice was that! [ Harting up.] 


Py 
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Marg. What voice! why the voice of thy Ade- 
laide, who conſents to go with us ta Turin; oh! 


you young dog, you have got the uſe of au limbs 
now, I ſee. 


T. B. Oh, my Adelaide! 
Marg. What the devil have we here? 


SCENE VV. Marquis, Marchioneſs, V. B. 
Adelaide, Blaiſe, Renette, Count, Jeannette. [The 
Count dreſſed out.] 


Count. Give me joy] my friends, give me e Joy! 

Marg. Ah, the Count! 

Count. Ves, not the whining, ctying Count; but 
the laughing, happy Count; zounds ! I can't help 
thinking what an afs I have 5 to be fure, tis a 
ſudden change; but who'll blame me when they know 
what a temptation was thrown in my way z the lovely, 
ſolitary ſhepherdeſs of the Alps! 

Y. B. How's this! 


SCENE the laſt, Te them, Guillot dreſſed for his 
Journey. 


Guil. T craye pardon; oh! Sir, you are there; 
well, every thing is ready, the cattle are too---[ ſeeing 
Feannotte toying with the Count.) Heyday ! Jeannotts, 

what is all this? 
4 | | Count, 
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Count. Jeannotte | what does the fellow mean by 


Jeannotte? Sir, this is the lovely Adelaide; the 
Shepherdeſs of the Alps. 

Guil. Oh lord ! I know a little better than that too; 
tis our Jeannotte, I tell you; and, to ſay the truth, 
I don't underſtand her toying about along of you, 
when ſhe is to be married this morning to me. 

Count. What is all this, Marquis ? 

Marg. Tis very true, Count, I aſſure you; yonder's 
Adelaide with my ſon. 

Count. And have I then ſwerved from my duty ; 
dreſſed myſelf up like a mountebank ? this was your 
contrivance then, Marquis. 

Marg. It was indeed, Count. 

Count. And pray, Sir, why ? 

Marg. I'll tell you why: from an inveterate aver- 
ſion I have to every ſort of hypocriſy; come, come, 
P11 ſettle all your future ſituations : you and Jeannotte 
ſhall enjoy your farm; which my ſon ſhall reſtore 
you again ; Blaiſe and Renette ſhall go with us; and, 
as they have lived like Baucis and Philemon, ſo ſhall 
they die; for I'll change their cottage into a palace 
As for you, Count--- 

Count. I am a wretch, a puppy; I feel it, and will 
never ſhew my face again; I'll get into my weeds, and 
never more be comforted. 


Marg. An excellent reſolution ! and there never 


was ſo fine an opportunity; and dam'me, if I was 
you, I'd ſtay here in theſe wild mountains; let my hair 
and my claws grow, and vegetage, like Nebuchad- 
M 2 nezzar; 
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nezzar; and now, my amiable daughter, we ul reſtore 
you to the world. 

Ade. Alas, fir ! how ſhall I bear its reproaches ? 

Marg. W hat reproaches ! let it have been witneſs 
to our united ſolicitations, let it have ſeen the noble 
conflict in your mind, and then, could the ſevereſt 
cenſurer have denied, that the Shepherdeſs of the Alps 
was amiable, even in her infidelity ? ? 


1X. 


Chorus. Each kind auſpicious power, 
| F goodneſs is your care, 


Exhauſtleſs bleſſings ſhower 
Upon this tender pair. 


I. B. Ab me! what joy! no never 
Hill I again repine; 
My Adelaide is, for ever, 
Ye powers ] for ever mine; 
Ne er will I let her languiſb, 
But every care employ. 
To turn each tear of anguiſb 
Into a ſmile of jay. 
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Thus trying to deſerve her all I may, 


a & * 
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PII give the alli ing world * * to 1 


nts 


Chorus. Each kind epi, peer, 
If goodneſs is your care, 
Exhauftieſs Mleſſongs ſhower 


Upon this tender pair. 


Ade. Adieu, ye woods, ye fountains, . 0 
Adieu, my pretty ſheep, 
Who oft bave left the mouutainc, 
And gaz d to ſee me werd. 
And ah I may thou acquit me, © 
Belov'd and honour'd ſhade, _ 
And own, as did befit me, 
T every duty paid. 
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Not but a tear, thy tribute, oft Dll pay, 
That all the world may ftill haue cauſe to ſay-== 


Chorus. Each kind auſpicious power, 
1f goodneſs is your care, 


 Exhauſileſs bleſſings ſhawer 
pon this tender pair. 


Marg. 
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a8 . . 
Marq. Now critics, your election 
| Pie wait with anxious care; 
Oh! give your kind protection 
To this, elſe, wretched pair? 
To comfort hers your duty; 
For ſhould you give her pain, 
*Twill be the firſt time beauty 
Has pleaded here in vain. 


No, rather ſend us, ſmiling, all away; 
And, joining chorus, clap your hands and ſay=== 


| Chorus, Zach kind auſpicious power, 
| | |. F goodneſs is your care, 
0 | os | Exhauſileſs bleſſings ſhower 
W Upon this tender pair. 
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